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he PERSONS. 
IS * M E N. 1 
Sr WILLIAM WORTHY.” | 7 
PATIE, the Gentle Shepherd, in love with Peggy. _ 
ROGER, a rich young Shepherd, in love with Jenny. b 
F: 22. N, two old Shepherds, Tenants to sir William. 
2 . rb, 4 s Hynd, engaged with Neps. . i 
_ --- WOMEN. 


Y PE GG Y, thought to be Glaud's Neice. 
IENN 75 Glaud's only Daughter. * 
MAU SE, an old Woman, ſuppoſed to be a Wi teh. 
ELS PA, Symon' s Wife. 2 
on ADG E, — Siſter. 


$CE N B. a 8 0 Village and Fields Jome few Miles 
« from Edinburgh. | 
Time of Action, within Twenty Hours. . 
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ACT 1. SCENE. A 


Beneath the South-ſide of a craigy Beild, * 
Where cryſtal Springs the haleſome Waters yield, | 
Nia Youthful Shepherds on the Gowans ly, « > 
Tenting their Flocks ae bonny Morn of May. | 
Poor Roger granes till hollow Ecchoes ring, . 
But blyther Patie likes to laugh and ſing. + 


[ . 
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2 Patie and Roger. 5 5 


N P atie. | 8 
SANG I. The wawking of the Faulds, 
Peggy is a young Thing, 
g Juſt enter'd in her Teins, 
Fair as the Day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the Day, and always gay. ä | j 
. My Peggy is a young Thing, | . 
And I'm not very auld, 7 2 | 
es. well I like to meet her at bt 
The wawhking of the Fauld, : 


1 My Peggy ſpeaks ſas ſweetly, „ 
9 Whene'er we meet alane, ” 
| 1 wiſh nae mair, to lay my Care, We 

1 wiſh nae mair, of a that's rart. 
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Fo 4 ne GENTLE SHEPHERD. Act l. 


What ails thee, Roger, then? what gars thee grane ? 


. Ke peſt may ceaſe to jaw the rowan Flood, 


The saughs on boggy Ground ſhall ceaſe to thrive, 


| Me I, oppreſt with never-ending Grief, 


* 


. Ay Peggy ſpeaks ſae ſweetly, 
To 4 the lave Pm cauld ; 
But ſheega#s a” my Spirits glow «» 
At wawking of the Fauld. 


My Peggy ſmiles ſae kingly, 
Men er 1 whiſper Love, 
That 1 look down on 4 the Torn, 
* 1 look down upon a Crown. 

, _ My Peggy ſpnles ſas kindly, 
11 makes me blyth and bauld; 
And naething ges me fic Delight, 

As wawking of the Fauld, 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſafily, 
'When on my Pipe 1 play 
By a“ the reſt, it is conſeſt, 
By 4“ the reſt, that ſhe ſings beſt. 
1% Peggy fig ae fab, 
. And in her Sangs are tald 
Mith Innocence the Wale of Senſe, 
At waking of the Fauld. 


DR ec HIS ſunny Morning, Roger, chrars my Blood, 
And puts all Nature in a jowal Mood. 
How hartſome ist to ſee the riſing Plants, 
To hear the Birds chirn. o'er their pleaſing 


Tell me the Cauſe of thy ill · ſeaſon'd Pain. 
Rog. I'm born, O Pati {4 ro'a thrawart Fate; 
I m born to ſtrive with Hardſhips ſad and great. 0 


TCorbies and Tods to green for Lambkins Blood: 


aun ay deſpair of lighting on Relief. | 
pat. The Bees ſhall loath the Flow'r, and quit the Hive, 


ſpill wy Reſt, or over force a Tear, | 


4 he ſcornful Queans, or Loſs of warldly Gear, 
i * 
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Act . The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 
© Rog. Sac might I ſay; but it's no caſy done 
' By anc whaſe Saul's ſae fadly out of Tune. 
9 You have ſae ſaft a Voice, and OR a Tongue, 
vou are the Darling of baith zuld and young. 
If L bur ettle at a Sang, or ſpeak, 
& They dit their Lugs, = up their Leglens cleek, 
And jecr me hameward frac the Loan or Bught, 
While I'm confus'd with mony à vexing Thought. 
Let ! am tall, and as well built as thee, 
Nor mair unlikely to a Laſs's Eye. 
Por ilka Sheep ye have, I'll number ten, 
And ſhould,*as ane may think, come farer ben. 
Pat. But ablins, Nibour, ye have not a Heart, 
And downa eithly wi' your Cunzie part. 
1 If that be true, what ſignifies your Gear? 
A Mind that's ſcrimpit never wants ſome Care, 
Rog. My Byar tumbl'd, nine braw Nowt were ſmoor'd, 
Three Elf-thot were; yet I theſe Ills endur'd : 
In Winter laſt, my Cares were very ſma*, 
Though Scores of Wathers periſh'd in the Snaw. 
> Pat. Were your bein Rooms as thinly ſtock'd as mine, 
* Leſs you wad loſs, and leſs you wad repine. 
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ile that has juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep; 

„ I The O'ercome only faſhes Fowk to keep. 
Rog. May Plenty flow upon thee for a Croſs, 
That thou may'ſt thole the Pangs of mony a Loſs. 
© O! may'ſt thou doat on ſome ir paughty Wench, 
That nę'er will lout thy lowan Drouth to quench 
Till, bris'd beneath the Burden, thou agy Dool, 
And awn that ane may fret that is nae Fool. 

Pat. Sax good fat Lambs, I ſauld them ilka Clutę 
At the Weſt. port, and bought a winſome Flute 
Oft Plum- tree made, with Iv'ry Virles round, 

A dainty Whiſtle with a pleaſant Sound: 
l' be mair canty wi't, and ne'er cry Dool 
Than you with all your Caſh, ye dowie Fool. 

7} Rog. Na, Patie, ha! Im nae fic churliſh Beaſt ; 
Some other thing · lyes heavier at my Breaſt. 

I dream'd a dreary Dream this hinder Night, 
That gars my Fleſh a' creep yet with the Fright. 


. Par. Now, to a Friend, how ſilly's this Pretence, | 


Je anc wha you and 4 your Secrets kens ! 


* 
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6 © The GENTLE SHEPHERD. Act I. 
Daft. are your Dreams, as dafily wad ye hide 1 
Tour well - ſeen Love, and dorty Jenny's Pride. 
Take courage, Reger, me your Sorrows tell, 
And ſafely think nane kens them but your ſell. 
Rog. Indeed now, Parte, ye have gueſs'd o'er true, 
And there is naithing I'll keep up frae you. 
Me dorty Jenny looks upon a- ſquint; 
To ſpeak bur till her I dare hardly mint. 
In 12 Place ſne jeers me air and late, 
And gars me look bombaz'd and unko blate. . 
| Bur yeſterday I mer her *yont a Know; 
.* . She fled as frae a ſhelly-coated Kow. 
She Bauldy loes, Bauldy that drives the Car 
But gecks at me, and ſays I ſmell of Tar. 
Pat. But Bauldy loes not her, right well I wat; 
He fighs for Neps : — Sac that may ſtand for that. 
Rog. I wiſh i cou'd na loe her: But in vain 
I ſtill maun doat, and thole, her proud Diſdain. 
My Bawrty is a Cur I dearly like; 
Even while he fawn'd, the ſtrak the poor dumb Tike : 
If I had fill'd a Nook within her Breaſt, 
She wad have ſhawn mair Kindneſs to my Beaſt. 
When I begin to tune my Stock and Horn, 
With a' her Face ſhe ſhaws a caulrife Scorn. 
Laſt Night I play'd, (ye never heard fic Spite) 
Oer Bogie was the Spring, and her Delite; 
Yet tauntingly ſhe at her Cuſin ſpeer'd, 
Gif ſhe could tell what Tune I play'd, and ſneer'd. 
. Flocks, wander where ye like; I dinna care: 
Il break my Reed, and never whiſtle mair. 
Pat. Een do ſae, Roger; wha can help Miſluck, 
BVaacbeins ſhe be fic a thrawin-gabbit Chuck ? 
Yonder's a Craig; fince ye have tint all Hope, 
Gae till't your ways, and take the Lover's Loup. 
Rog. I needna mak fic Speed my Blood to ipill ; 
Pl warrant Death come ſoon enough a - will. 
| + Par. Daft Gowk! leave aff that filly whinging Way: hp 
| . Seem careleſs, there's my Hand ye'll win the Day:. 
Hear how I ſerv'd my Laſs I love as well | 
As ye do Jenny, and with Heart as leel. | 
. Laſt Morning I was gay and early out, 2 
Upon a Dike I lean'd, glowring about, 
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Ia 1. The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 7 
I faw my Meg come linkan oer the Lee; : | 
I ſaw my Meg, but Meggy ſaw na me: 
For yet the Sun was wading through the Miſt, 
And ſhe was cloſe upon me e'er- ſhe wiſt. 
Her Coats were kiltit, and did {weetly-ſhaw 4 


Her ſtraight bare Legs that. hyter were than Snaw; 
Her Cockernony inooded up fou ſleck, | 
Her Haffet- locks hang waving on her Cheek; 
Her Cheek ſac ruddy, and her Een ſae clear; 


| 13 And O! her Mouth's like ony Hinny- Pear. 


Neat, neat ſhe was, in Buſtine Waiſt coat clean, 


As ſhe came skiffing o'er the dewy Green. 
Blythſome, I cry'd, My bonny Meg, come here; 
I ferly wheretore ye er ſae ſoon aſteer : 

6 Bur I can gueſs; ye're gawn to gather Dew. 
She ſcour'd awa, and laid, What's that to you? 
Then fare ye well, Meg- Dorts, and e'en's ye like, 

I I careleſs cry'd, and lap in o'er the Dyke. . 
I trow, when that the ſaw, within a Crack, 

She came with a right thieveleſs Errand back; 
Miſca'd me firſt, then bad me hound my Dog 

I 0 o wear up three waft Ews ſtray*d on the Bog, | 
I leugh, and fac did ſhe; then with great Haſte . | 
I claſp'd my Arms about her Neck and Waſte, , 
v About her yielding Waſte, and took a fouth 


a 


Of ſweeteſt Kiſſes frac her glowing Mouth. 
While hard and faſt I held her in my Grips, 

[| My very Saul came louping to my Lips. 

2 Sair, fair ſhe flet wi” me *rween ilka Smack: 

But well 1 kend ſhe meant nae as ſhe ſpake. 


SANG H. Fy gar rub her o'er with Strae. 


Dear Roger, if your Jenny geck, . 
And anſwer Kindneſs with a Slight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her Neglect, 
For Women in a Man delight: 
But them deſpiſe who're ſoon defeat, 


And with a ſimple Face give way | 1 
To a Repulſe then be not blate, £ 
| Puſn badly on, and win the Days i 

= 


4 s e GENTLE SHEPHERD. Ad I. Af 
1 When Maidens, innocently young; ; x 
| Say aften whar they never mean; & 
| Ne'er mind their pretty lying Tongue; 

But tent the Language of their Een: 
If theſe agrte, and ſhe perſiſt 

To anſwer all your Love with Hate, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, | 
And let her figh when tis too late. 


Rog. Kind Patie, now fair fa* your honeſt Heart, 
Ye're ay ſae cadgy, and have fic an Art 
To hearten anc : For now as clean's a Leek 
Ye've cheriſfid me ſince ye began to ſpeak. 
Sae, for your pains, ll make you a Propine, 
My Mother (reſt her Saul) ſhe made it fine, 
A Tartan Plaid, ſpun of good Hawſlock Woo, 
Scarlet and green. the Sets, the Borders blue, 
With Spraings like Gowd and Siller eroſs'd with black; 
I never had it yet upon my Back. 
Well are ye wordy o't, wha have ſae kind 
Red up my ravel'd Doubts, and clear'd my Mind. 3 
Pat. Well, hald ye there: And fince ye've frankly | | 
A Preſent to me of your braw new Plaid. (made 
My Flute's be your's; and ſhe too that's ſae nice 
Shall come a- will, gif yell take my Advice. 
| Rog. As ye adviſe, I'll promiſe to obſerv't; 
But ye maun keep the Flute, ye beſt deſerv't. 
| Now tak it out, and gie's a bonny Spring; 
For I'm in tift to hear you play and ſing. 
Pat. But firſt we'll take a Turn up. to the Height, 
And ſee gif all our Flocks be feeding right. 
Be that Time, Bannocks, and a Shave of Cheeſe, 
Will make a Breakfaſt that a Laird might pleaſe, 
Might pleaſe the daintieſt Gabs, were they ſac wiſe, 
To ſeaſon Meat with Health inſtead of Spice. x 
When we have tane the Grace · drink at this Well. 
- PI whiſtle fine, and ſing t'ye like my fell. Exeunt.. 
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a. Th GENTLE SHEPHERD. 


SCENE II. 


A flou'ry Howm between ta verdant Braes, 
Where Laſſes ſe” 1 to 254% and ſpread their Claiths, 

A rotting Burnie um rg throw the Ground, 

Its Channel "Peebles, ſhining 9, ſmooth and round, 
"0 Here view tba 14 147 clean and #236 3 

ks Fir plea e your Eye, ratify Jour Ear, 

175 lend Ne 52 9 di e 

04 * Sith better Senſe true Love . BY 


Peggy and Jenny. 
Jenny. 


Ome, Meg, let's fa* t 10 wack upon this Green, 
I The ſhining FRY y Wi [1 b leech our Linen clean; 
The Water's clear, the Lift unclouded blew, 
Will make them like a Lilly wet with Dew. 
A Peg. Go faver u the Burn to Habie' 5- How, 
Where a' the Swetts of Spring and Summer gtow; 

7 Between twa Birks, out o wk little Lin, 
de | N The Water fa's; and tna es a ſingand Din; 
A Pool Breaſt-deeþ beneath, às clear as Glaſs, 
© Kiſſes with eaſy Whirles the bord*ring Graſs: _ 
we'll end our Waſhing while the Morning's cool, 
And, when the Day grows het, we'll ro the Pool, 
SR There waſh our ſells. Tis healthfou now in May, 
FX And ſweetly cauler on ſac warm a Day. 
Jen. Daft Laſſie, when we're naked, whar'll ye ſay 
| Gif our twa Rerds come brattling down the Brac, + 
And fee us face? That jeering Fallow Pate 
9 Wad taunting ſay, Haith, Laſſes, ye're no blate. 
'S Peg. We're far frae ony Road, and out of Sight; 
1 be Lads they're feeding far beyont the Height: 
4 But tell me now, dear Jenny, (we're our lane) 
Phat gars ye plague our Wooer with Diſdain ? 
The Nibours a tent this as well as I, 
5 That Roger loes you, yet ye carna by. 

hat ails ye at him ? Troth, between us twa, 


| He's wordy you tlie beſt ay &er ye fav. 


as. | 1 


Jen. 


What like's a dorty Maiden when ſhe's auld > 


10 The GENTLE SHEPHERD. AQlM,, 
Jen. I dinna like him, Peggy; there's an nd. 


A Herd mair ſheepiſh yet I never kend. | 5 Da 
He kames his Hair indeed, and gaes right ſnug, 1 
With Ribbon - knots at his blue Bonnet Lug; A ver 
Whilk penſily he wears a thought a jee, | Z well 
And ſpreads his Garters dyc'd beneath his Knee : I 


He falds his Owerlay down his Breaſt with Care, 

And few Bangs trigger to the Kirk or Fair. = Ss 

For a' that, he can neither ſing nor ſay, . 

Except, How d ye ? == or, There's a bonny Day. 
Peg. Ye daſh the Lad with conſtant fighting Pride; 

Hatred for Love is unco fair to bide : 

Bur ye'll repent ye if his Love grow cauld. 


SANG III. Polwart on the Green. 
The Dorty will repent, 
If Lover's Heart grow cauld, 
And nane her Smiles will tent, 
Soon as her Face looks auld. 
The dauted Bairn thus takes the Pet, 
Nor eats tho Hunger crave, 
ene and tarrows at its Meat, 3 
And's laught at by the lave. 
They jeft it till the Dinners pat: 
_ Thus by its ſell abusd, 
' The fool Thing is oblig'd to faſt, 
Or eat what they ve refns'd. © 


Ey! Jenny, think, and dinna fit your Time. 
Jen. I never thought a fingle Life a Crime. | 

Peg. Nor l: Bur Love in Whiſpers lets us ken, 

That Me were made for us, and we for Men. 
Jen. If Roger is my Jo, he kens himſell; 

For ſic a Tale I never heard him tell. 

He glowrs and ghs, and I can (gueſs the Cauſe; 

But wha's oblig'd ro ſpell his Hums and Haus 

When e er he likes to tell his Mind mair plain, 

I'ſe tell him frankly ne'er to do't again. 

"They're Fools that Slav'ry like, and may be free : 

The Cheils may a' knit up themſells for me. 


1 
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Hag L The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 11 


5 peg. Be doing your ways; for me I have a mind 


7 To be as yielding as my Patie's kind. 


Jen. Heh Lafs.! how can ye loo that Ratile-ſcyll, 
A very Deel that ay maun hae his Will? 

XZ We'll ſoon hear tell what a poor fighting Life 
vou twa will lead ſae ſoon's ye're Man and Wife. 


SANG IV. O dear Mother, what ſhall | do? 
O dear Peggy, Love's beguiling; 
We ought not to truſt his ſmiling : 
Better far to do as I do, 
Leſt a harder Luck betyde you. 
aſſes, when their Fancy's carried, 
Think of noug ht but to be married; 
Running to a Life deſtroys 
Heartſome, free, and youthfu' Joys. 


Peg. I'll rin the risk, nor have I ony fear, 
But rather think ilk langſome Day a Year, 
Till I with pleaſure mount my Bridal Bed, 
Where on my Patie's Breaſt 1'll lean my Head. 
*  Fhere we may kiſs as lang as Kiſſing's good, 
And what we do there's nane dare call it rude. 
He's get his Will: Why no? *Tis good my part 
+ To give him that, and he']l give me his Heart. 

. Jen. He may indeed, for ten or fifteen Days, 
Mak meikle o' ye, with an unco Fraiſe, 
And daur ye baith afore Fouk and your lane: 
Hut ſooa as his Newfangleneſs is Bane, 
He'll look upon you as his Tether-ſtake, _ 
And think he's tint his Freedom for your ſake 
Inſtead then of lang Days of ſweet Delyte, 


Ae Day be dumb, and a' the neiſt he'll flyte; 


J 2 4 
* 


And may be in his Barlikhoods ne'er ſtick 
Io lend his loving Wife a loundring Lick. 


3 Peg. Sic courſe· Ifpun Thoughes as thae want Pith to move 
My ſettl'd Mind, I'm o'er far gane in Love. 


Patie to me is dearer than ray Breath; 

But want of him I dread ne other Skaith. 
There's nane of a' the Herds that tread the Green 
Has ſic a Smyle, or fic twa glancing Een. 


& 
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12 The GENTLE SHEBHPRD. Act 1. 
And then he ſpeaks with lic a taking Art, 

His Words they thirle like Muſick throw my Heart. 
How blythly can he tort; and ke rave; 


And jeſt at feckleſs Fears that fright the lave ! 
UIk- Day that he's alane üpon the Hill, 
He reads fell Books that reach-hini meikle Skill. 

He is —— But What need I ſay that or this ? 

I'd ſpend a Montb to tell you what he is! 

In a' he ſays or does there's fic Foxes. = 
The reſt ſeem Coofs; compar'd with my dear Pate. 
His better Senſe will lang his Love fecute : 

Ill nature heffs in Sauls are weak and poor. 
Jen. Hey! bonny Laſs of Brarnkſome; or't be lang, 
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Your witty Pate will put you in à Sang. 
O! tis a pleaſant thing to be a Bride; 
Syne whindging Gets aboyr your Ingle-fide; 
| Yeiping for this or that with faſheous Dinz 
To mak them Brats then ye maun toil and ſpin: 
Ae Waen fa's ſick; ane ſtàds irs ſell wi Broe; 
Ane breaks his Shin, anither tynes his Shoe. 
The Deil gaes o'er John Mobſter: Hame grows Hell, 


When pate miſcaws ye war than Tongue can tell. N. 
HE JEL e 5 | as I'v 

Peg. SANG V. How can I be ſad on my Wedding-day? TI 
Ho ſhall I be ſad when a Hausband T hae; 1 Fo 
That has better Senſe than any of thae A 

Sour weak ſilly Fellows, that ſtudy, like Fools, Ws W] 

Jo ſink their ain Joy, and male their Wives Snools? To 

The Man whdo'is prudent ne er lighilies his Wife, W. 

Or With dull Reproaches encourages Strife ; AY 

He praiſes her Virthes, and ne&er will able EO 

Her for a ſmall Failing, but find an Exciſe. — 

Yes, tis a heartſome thing to be a Wife, Syr 
When round the Ingle-edge young Sprouts are rife. W. 
Sit I'm ſae happy, 1 fhall have Belight | | At 
To hear their fitde Plaints, and keep them right. He 
Wow, Jenny ! can there greater Pleaſure be, \ 
Than fee fic wee Tots ng, ing at your Knee; W. 
When a' they ertle at, — their greateſt With, | Shi 
þs ro be made of, and pbrain a Kiſs 3 | Ar 


KI 
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1. Akt I. The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 13 
Can there be Toil in tenting Day and Night a 
he like of them, when Love makes Care Delight? 


# Gif o'er your Heads ill Chance It 
But little Love vr canty Cheat can come 


Muay ſmoor your Wathers, and may rot your Es; 

þ But, or the Day of Payment, breaks and flees 
With glooman Brow the Laird ſceks in His Rent: 
Lis not to gie; your Merchant's to the Bent: 
His Honour man | Gear: \ 
= Syne, driven frae Houſe and Hald, w i will ye ſt 
i Troth *tis nae mows to be a married 

Wha has fic Fears; for that Was tiever mie. 
Let Fowk bode well, and ſtrive to do their beft ; 
Nac mair's requir'd, let Heaven make out the reft. 


That Lads ſhou'd # fot Wives that's birtubüs pity : 


I. Syne a' behind's pur ain. — Thus, without Fear, 


Aud When my Pare in Bairns and Gear 3 rife, 
He'll bleſs the Day he gat mi for his Wife. 


Jen. Bur Poortith; Peggy, is the warſt of a: 

| Chance ſhould Beggaty draw; 
Frae duddy Doublets; and a Pantry tom. 
Your Nowt may die; — the Spate may bear away 
Frae aff the Howms your dainty Rucks of Hay ; —— 
The thick-blawn Wreaths of Snaw, or blaſhy Thows, 


», F 


A Dyvour buys your Butter, Woo and Cheeſe,, 


a want; he poinds your Gear: 
Dear Meg, be wiſe; and live a ſinglèe Li : 
Peg. May fic ill Luck befa' that filly She 


I've heard my honeſt Uncle iften ſay, 


For the maiſt thrifty Man TUE get | 
A well ſtor'd Room; ünleſs his Wife wad let. 
Wherefore nocht hall be wantihg on thy part 

To gather Wealth to raiſe my Shephefd's Heart. 
Whatc'er he wins, I'll guide with tahhy Care; 3 
Arid win the Vögue at Market, Trön or Fart; - 
For halſome, clean, cheap ind ſufficient Ware. 
A Flock of Lambs; Cheeſe; Butter, and ſome Wosz 
Shall firſt be ſald to pay the Laird his due; 


With Love and RoWth we throw the Warld will ſteer. 


Jen. But what if ſome young Giglit on the Greet, 
With dimpled Cheeks, and twa bewitchintz Een, x 
Should gar your Patie think his haff-worn Meg, ; 
And her kend Kiſſes, hardly worth a Feg ? 


Peg. 
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Peg. Nae mair of that. Dear Jenny, to be free, 
There's ſame Men conſtanter in Love than we. 
Nor is the Ferly great, when Nature kind 
Has bleſt them with Solidity of Mind. 

They'll reaſon calmly, and with Kindneſs ſmile, 
When our ſhort Paſſions wad our Peace beguile. 
Sae whenſac'er they flight their Makes at hame, 
Illis ten to ane the Wiyes are maiſt to blame. 

Then ['ll employ mit Pleaſure a* my Art, 
Io keep 5 chearfu', and ſecure his Heart. 
At Een, when he comes weary frac the Hill, 
J'll have a' things made ready to his Will. 
In Winter, when he toils throw Wind and Rain, 
A bleezing Ingle, and a clean Heartb ſtane: 
And ſoon as he flings by his Plaid and Staff, 
The ſeething Pot's be ready to tak aff ; 
Clean Hag-a-bag III ipread upon his Board, 
And ſerve him with the beſt we can afford. 
Good Humour and white Bigonets ſhall be 
Guards to my Face, to keep his Love for me. 

Jen. A Diſh of married Love right ſoon grows cauld, 
And dozens down to nane as Fowk „ | 

Peg. But we'll grow auld rogether, and nc'er find 
The Loſs of Youth, when Love grows on the Mind, 
Bairns and their Bairns make, ſure, a firmer Tye, 
Than ought in Love the like of us can ſpy. 
See yon twa Elms that grow up Side by Side, 
Suppoſe them ſome Years fince Bridegroom and Bride, 
Nearer and nearer ilka year they've preſt, 
Till wide their ſpreading Branches are increaſt, 
And in their Mixture now are fully bleſt. 
This ſhields the other frac the Eaſtlin Blaſt, 
That in Return defends it frac the Weſt. 
Sic as ſtand ſingle, — (a State ſae lik'd by you!) 
Beneath ilk Storm frae 'ev'ry Airth maun bow. | 
Jen. I've done,— I yield; dear Laſſe, I maun yield; 
Your better Senſe has fairly won the Field, | 
With the Aſſiſtance of a little Fac | 
Lyes darn'd within my Breaſt this mony a Day. — 
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1 SANC VI. Nanſy's to the Green Wood ganc. 
; - Tyield, dear Laſſie, you have won, 

Y And there is nae denying, . 

Si” That, ſure as Light flows frae the Sun, 

an : Frae Love proceeds complying. 

1 For a' that we can do or ſay | | 

mw *Gainſt Love, nae Thinker heeds un 
* They ken our Boſoms lodge the Far, 


That by the Heart-ſlrings leads us. 


Peg. Alake ! poor Pris'ner! Jenny, that's no fair, 
That yell no let the wie Thing take the Air: 
Hlaſte let him out, we'll tent as well's we can, 
Git he be Bauldy's or poor Roger's Man. | 
Jen. Anither Time's as good; =— for ſee the Sun 
ls right far up, and we're no yet begun 
To freath the Greath : — If canker'd Madge our Aunt 
Come up the Burn, ſhe'll gie's a wicked Rant. 
But when we've done, I' 3 my Mind  _ 
For this ſeems ttue. Nac Laſs can be unkind. LExennt. 


MEK KK Ex RENE c c&c x Re KKK KKK 


| ACT IL SCENE I. 


A ſnug Thack-houſe, before the Door a Grien 3 
| Hens on the Midding, Ducks in Duvs are ſeen: 
On this Side ſtands a Barn, on that a Byar; 
A. Peet ſtack joins, and forms a rural Squair. 
The Houſe is Glaud's; — there you may ſee him lean, 
Ant to his Divot-ſeat invite his Friend, © | 
Elaud and Symon. 
. Stan. 1 : 
7 F YOop-moxrow, Nibour Symon; — come ſit down; 
1 And gie's your Cracks. What's a' the News in Town? 


3 They tell me ye was in the ither Day 
And fald your Crummoti and lict ballen d Quey, - 


a _ 
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Il warrant ve've coft a Pund of Cur and Dry; ; 
Lug out your Box, and Sie $ a Pipe to try: - Gl 
. With a' my Heart: — ans tent me now W. ak Us 1 
ve gather'd News il kittle your Mind with Joy. (Boy, Nor 
I cou d na reſt till I came der the Burn, Our 
| To tell ye Things have taken fic a Tur SY 
Will gar our vile Oppreſiohn ſtend like . "ka | 5 
cc l 


* And skulk in hidlings on the Hether · braes. 
| Gl. Fy blaw |! ——: Ah Symine / rottling Chicls ne'er * Hi 
' To cleck and ſpread the gro ſt Lies aft: hand; (ſtand | 
Whilk ſoon flies round, like Will. fire, far and near: And 
But looſe your Pack, bet Ty or fauſe let's heat. 
Sy 1. Secing's b ieving, G ud ; and I have ſeen 
Ras, that abroad has with our Maſter been, 
Our brave good Maper, wha right * . 
| And Jeft a fi Eh ate, to Jaye bis | 
| Becaule, 4 en, fou well he birdy choſe. 
| To Rand bas $ {ic pen with Brea: MONTROSE. 
Now Cron A s gane to 0 and ane ca'd Wo 


l — oor 72 mule N 255 2 2 1 
d Rin AR LES: And ilka- 's in Tune; 

| And. Hab 7s ays we'll ſee Sir William ſoon. : WE 

SANG VI. Fold Kail in ade. Ine; 

Cauld be the Rebels Caſt, W hill 


reſſors baſe and bly 
I 1 K ot them at Ihe 48 
Strung a" up in a Moody. 
Bleſt bebe of :Worth and Senſe, d 


And ever hig hehin station, | 1 
That bravely fands in n Defance £ 
of EET Ring: and op. And a 


0. That makes me blyth Fa ole Bk dicing tow 3 Drink 


Tell o'er your News again!] and ſwear tilt a. e 
And ſaw ye Hab And what did Hather ſay ? 5 if th 
They have been e' en a dreary Time away. or h 
Now, GOD be thanked that our Laird's come hame. oy 


ox 2 F late, ſay, can he eithl claim? N | 
that hay g-raid us til ons 4 955 id gran, 7 17 75 


Gl. 
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Gl. And may he lang; for never did he ſtent : 
1 Us in our Thriving with a racket Rent, 
Nor grumbl'd if ane grew rich, or ſhor'd to raiſe 
Our Mailens when we pat on Sunday's Claiths. 
Sym. Nor wad he lang, with ſenſeleſs ſaucy Air, 
Allow our lyart Noddles to be bare. : 
© Put on your Bonnet, men; — Tak a Seat: 
cc How's all at hame? — How's La? How does Kate ? 
ce How ſells black Cattle? — What gi'es Woo this Lear? — 
And fic like kindly Queſtions wad he ſpeer. 


SANG VIII. Mucking of Geordy's Byer. 
The Laird wha in Riches and Honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free,. 
Nor rack the poor Tenants, who labour 
To riſe aboon Poverty: . | 
Elſe, like the Pack horſe that's unſodder d 
And burden'd, will tumble dewn faint 3 
Thus Virtue by Hardſhip is ſmother'd, 


; And Rackers aft tine their Rent. - 
4 | 


Ren , 


Gl. Then wad he gar his Butler bring bedeen, 
The nappy Bottle ben, and Glafles clean; 
W hilk in our Breaſt rais'd fic a blychſome Flame, 
As gart me mony a Time gae dancing hame. | 
My Heart's e'en rais'd ! -— Dear Nibour, will ye ſtay, 
And tak your Dinner here with me the Day? 
We'll ſend for Elſpith too; — and, upo? . 
I' whiſtle Pate and Roger frac the Height. 
I'll yoke my Sled, and ſend to the neiſt Town, 
And bring a Draught of Ale baicth ſtout and brown, 
And gar our Cottars a', Man, Wife and Wean, 
Drink till they tine the Gate to ſtand their lane. 
| Sym. I wadna bauk my Friend his blyth Deſign, 
if that it hadna firſt of a' been mine: | a 
For heer-yeſtreen 1 brew'd a Bow of Maut, 
Yeſtreen 1 flew twa Wathers prime and fat; 
A Furlet of good Cakes my Elſpa beuk, i 
And a large Ham hings reeſting in the Noox. 
I ſaw my ſell, or 1 came o'er the Loan, 1 
Our meikle Pot that ſcads 13 Whey put on, 
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A Mutton-bouk to boil ; — and ane we'll roaſt ; NY Act 
And on the Haggies El/pa ſpares nae Coſt : l 
Sma' are they ſnorn; and ſhe can mix fou nice 

The guſty Ingans with a Curn of Spice. : 

Fat are the Puddings, — Heads and Feet well ſung : 

And we've invited Nibours auld and Joung, 

To paſs this Afternoon with Glee and Game, 

And drink our Maſter's Health and Welcome-hame. 

Ye manna then refuſe to join the reſt, - 

Since ye're my neareſt Friend that I like beft, 
Bring wi” ye all your Family, and then, 
 Whene'er you pleaſe, I'll rant wi' you again. 
Gl. Spoke like ye'r ſell, Auld-birky ; never fear 
Bur at your Banquet I ſhall firſt appear: 
Faith. we ſhall bend the Bicker and look bauld, 
Till we forget that we are fail'd or auld. 
Auld, ſaid I ! — Troth l'm younger be a Score 
With your good News than what I was before. 
I'll dance or E'efi! Hey! Madge, come forth; d'ye hear!) 


| Enter Madge. ES: | 
Mad, The Man's gane 9 Dear Symon, welcome here 
What wad ye, Glaud, with a” this Haſte and Din? 
Ye never let a body fit to ſpin. . 1 
Gl. Spin! Snuff: — Gae break your Wheel, and bun 
your Tow, . 
And ſer the meikleſt Peet- ſtack in a Low, 
Syne dance about the Bane fire till ye die, 
Since now again we'll ſoon Sir William (ce. | 
' Mad. Blyth New's indeed! — And wha was't tal 
you o't ? . | =. 
Gl. What's that to you ? — Gae get my Sunday's Coat; 
Wale out the whiteſt of my bobit Bands, 
My White: skin Hoſe, and Mittans for my Hands; 
k ben frae their Waſhing cry the Bairns in haſte, 
And mak ye'r ſells as trig, Head, Feet and Waiſt, 
As ye were a' to get young Lads or E'en; 
For we're gaun o'er to dine with Sym bedeen. 
Sym. Do, honeſt Madgeg— and, Glaud, I'll o'er the gate 
And ſee that a“ be done as I wad ha't. [Exeunt 
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REENE' WO 


The open Field. A Cottage in a Glen, 

An auld Wife ſpinning at the ſunny End. 
At a ſmall Diſtance, by a blaſted Tree, 
with falded Arms and haff-raisd Look, ye ſee 


\ 


Bauldy his lane. 


5 | Bauldy. 
Hat's this! — I canna bear't! *Tis war than Hell, 
It To be ſae burnt with Love, yet darna tell! 
O PxGGr ! ſweeter than the dawning Day, 
Sweeter than gowany Glens, or new-mawn Hay; 
Blyther than Lambs that frisk out o'er the Knows; 
Straighter than ought that in the Foreſt grows. 
Hier Een the cleareſt Blob of Dew outſhines; 

Ihe Lilly im her Breaſt its Beauty tines. 

Hier Legs, her Arms, her Checks, her - Mouth, her Een, 


8 ; 
v2 
fy 77 
{© 


Will be my Dead, that will be ſhortly ſeen! 

For Pate loes her, = waes me, and ſhe loes Pate; 

And I with Neps, by ſame unlucky Fate, 

Made a daft Vow! — Ol but ane be a Beaſt, 

That makes raſh Aiths till he's afore the Prieſt. 

I dare na ſpeak my Mind, elſe a? the three, 

But Doubt, wad prove ilk ane my Enemy. 

*Tis fare to thole, — I'll ery ſome Witchcraft Art, 

To break with ane, and win the other's Heart. 

Here Mauſy lives, a Witch, that for ſma' Price 

Can caſt her Cantraips, and give me Advice. 
She can o' ercaſt the Night, and cloud the Moon, 
And mak the Deils obedient to her Crune. | 
At Midnight Hours, o'er the Kirk-yards ſhe raves, 
And howks unchriſten'd Weans out of their Graves; 
Boils up their Livers in a Warlock's Pow,  - 
Rins witherſhins about the Hemlock Low; 
And ſeven times does her Prayers back ward pray, 
Till Plotcock comes with Lumps of Lapland Clay, 
Mixt with the Venom of black Taids and Snakes. 
Of chis, unſonſy Pictures aft ſhe makes : 
oe Ex or 
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of ony ane ſhe hates; — and gars expire, 
With flaw and racking Pains afore a Fire; 

Stuck fou of Prins, the deviliſh Pictures melt, 
The Pain by Fowk they repreſent is felt. 

And yonder's Mauſe: Ay, ay, ſhe kens fou well, 
When ane like me comes running to the Deil. 

She and her Cat fic beeking in her Yard. 

To ſpeak my Errand, faith, amaiſt !'m fear'd : 
But I maun dot, tho? l ſhould never thrive 


They gallop faſt that Deils and Laſſes drive. [ExIt, 


SCENE III. R 


A green Kail yard, a lutle Font, 
Where Water poplan ſprings, 

There fits a Wife with Wrinkle front, 
And yet ſhe Jos and Jings. 


Mauſe. 


SANG IX: Carle, ann the a, Fo come. 


Peggy, no the King's ceme, 
* Veggy, -now the King's come, 
Thou may dance and 1 ſhall ſing, 
Peggy, ſince the King's come. 
Nae mair the Hawhies ſhalt thou milk, 
But change thy Plaiding Coat for Silk, 
And be a Lady of that lth, 
Now, Peggy, ſince the King's come. 


Enter Bauldy. 


Bauldy. 


| Ow Fi auld EE, of the Glen ? 
. Ye look baith hale and fere at Threeſcore ten. 
© May. E'en twining out a Thread with little Din, 
And becking my cauld Limbs afore the Sun. 
V hat brings,my Bairn this-Gate ſae air at Morn ? 
Is there — * to lead? — to threſh nae Corn??? 
Baul. Enough of baith; — Bur ſomething chat requires 
Your FRO nd ien now all my Cares. 


Man. 


: That underneath baith Eild and Poortith bow? 


eit. 
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Mau. My helping Hand, alake ! what can I do, 


Baul. Ay, buryou're wiſe, and witer far than we, 
Or maiſt Part of the Pariſh tells a Lie. 

Mau. Of what kind Wiſdom think ye 'm poſſeſt, 
Thar lifis my Character aboon the reſt ? 

Baul. The Ward that gangs, how ye're ſae wiſe and fell, 
Yell may be tak it ill Sit I ſoud tel]. , 

Mau. What Fowk ſays of me, Bauldy, let me hear 
Keep naithing up, ye naithing bave to fear. 

Baul. Welt, * ye bid me, I ſhall tell ye a' 


3 Thar ilk ane talks about you but a Flaw. 


© When laſt the Wind wide Gland a rooſſeſs Barn; 


BAS. 


> When laſt the Burn bore down my Mither's Yarn ; 


= You, Lucky, gat the Wyre of a' fell out, 


When Brawny Elfſhor never mair came hame 
When Tibby kirn'd and there nae Butter came; 
When Beſſy Freetocł's chuffy · cheeked Wean 


To a Fairy turn'd, and cou'dna ſtand its lane; 
When Watie wander'd ac Night through the Shaw, 


And tint himſel amaiſt amang the Snaw ; | 

"> When Munzo's Mare ſtood ſtill and ſwat with Fright, 
When he brought Eaſt the Howdy. under Night; 

- When Bawſy ſhot to dead upon the Green, 5 


And Sarah tint a Snood was nae mair ſcen: 


And ilka ane here dreads ye round abont. 

And ſae they may that mint to do ye Skaith, 

For me, to wrang ye I'll be very laith: | 
Bur when I neiſt make Grots, I'll ſtrive to pleaſe 


Lou with a Furlet of them mixt with Peaſc. 


Max. | thank ye, Lad; — now tell me your Demand; 
And, if I can, I'll lend my helping Hand. 
Baul. Then, I like Peggy; —» Neps is fond of me; — 
Peggy likes Pate; — and Patie's bauld and flee, 
And loes ſweet Meg : — But Neps I downa ſce.— 
Cou'd ye turn Patie's Love to Nebs, and than 
Peggy's to me, — I'd be the happieſt Man. A 
Mau. VII try my Arts to gar 25 Bouls row right, 


ae gang your Ways, and come again at Night. 


*Gainſt that Time I' ſome ſimple Things prepare, 
Worth all your Peaſe and Grots, tak ye nae care. a 
. ; 87 Bat .: 
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\ Patic / let me -5rjy Ne mauna ſtay ; | a 
| O We're baith cry'd hame, and Jenny ſhe's away. 
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Baul. Well, Mauſe, I'll come, gif I the Road can find: 
But if ye raiſe the Heil, he'll raiſe the Wind; = 


Syne Rain and Thunder, may be, when *tis late, 
Will make the Night fac rough, Fll tyne the Gate. 


Were a” to rant in Symie's at a Feaſt, 


O will ye come like Badrans, for a Jeſt ? 
And there ye can our diff rent Haviours ſpy ; 
There's nane ſhall ken o't there but you and I. 
Mas, Tis like I may; — but let na on what's paſt 
"Tween you and me, elſe fear a kittle Caſt. - 


Baul. If I ought of your Secrets &er advance, + 


May ye ride on me ilka Night to Fance. [Exit Bauldy. We 


5 7 Mauſe Her lane. 
Hard Luck, alake! when Poverty and Eild, 

Weeds out of Faſhion, and a lanely Beild, 
With a ſmall Caſt of Wiles, ſhould, in a twitch, 
Gi'e ane the hatefu* Name, A wrinkled Witch. 
This Fool imagines, as do mony fic, 
That I'm a Wretch in Compact with Auld Nick; 
Becauſe þy Education I was taught 

Jo ſpeak and act aboon their common Thought. 
Their groſs Miſtake ſhall quickly now appear: 


| Sogn ſhall they ken what brought, what keeps me here. Ns 


Nane kenst but me; — and if the Morn were come, 
Pl! tell them Tales will- gar them a“ fing dumb. [Exit. 


SCENE 1V. 


þ , 
. 5 
Behind a Tree upon the Plain, * 
Pate and his Peggy meet; 
In Love, without a vicious Stain, 
The bonny Laſs and chearfu* Swain & 
Change Vows and Kiſſes ſweet. | 7 


Patie and Peggy. 
Pat, 
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Pat. I'm laith to part ſae ſoon; now we're alane, a 
And Roger he's awa with Jenny gane: 
They're as content, for ought I hear or ſee, 
To be alane themſelves, I judge, as we. 
Here where Primroſes thickeſt paint the Green, 
Hard by this little Burnie let us lean, 
Hark how the Lav'rocks chant aboon our Heads, 
How ſaft the Weſtlin Winds ſough through the Reeds. 
Peg. The ſcented Meadows, — Birds, — and healthy 
: Breeze, 
For ought 1 ken, may mair than Peggy pleaſe. 
35 Pat. Ye wrang me fair to doubt my bang kind; 
y. In ſpeaking ſac ye ca* me dull and and blind: 
Diff I could fancy ought's ſac ſweet or fair 
As my dear Meg, or worthy of my Care. 
Thy Breath is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt Brier; 
Thy Cheek and Breaſt the fineſt Flowers appear; 
Thy Words excel the maiſt delightfu* Notes 
That warble through the Merl or Mavis' Throats: 
With thee I tent nae Flowers that busk the Field, 
Or ripeſt Berries that our Mountains yield. 
The (ſweeteſt Fruits that hing upon the Tree, 
Are far inferior to a Kiſs of thee. 
j- Peg. But Patrick for ſome wicked End may fleech, 
And Lambs ſhould tremble when the Foxes preach. 
Il darena ſtay; — ye Jocker, let me gang; 5 


Anither Laſs may gar ye change your Sang; | 
Your Thoughts may flit, and I may thole the Wrang. 
Pat. Sooner a Mother ſhall her Fondneſs drap, 
And wrang the Bairn ſits ſmiling on her Lap; 
The Sun ſhall change, the Moon to change ſhall ccaſe ; 
The Gaits to climb, — the Sheep to Yield the Fleece : 
Ere ought by me be either ſaid or done, 
Shall skaith our Love, I ſwear by all aboon. 
Peg. Then keep your Aith: — But mony Lads will ſwear, 
And be manſworn ta twa in haff a Year. 
Now I believe ye like me wonder well; 
But if a fairer Face your. Heart ſhould ſteal, 
Your Meg, forſaken, bootleſs might relate 
How ſhe was dauted anes by faithleſs Pate. 
Pat. I'm ſure I canna change, ye needna fear, 
; The? we're bur young, I've loo d you mony a Lear. 
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I mind it well, when thou cou'dſt hardly gang, Te 
Or liſp out Words, I chus'd you frac the Thrang W 
Of a' the Bairns, and led thee by the Hand, 
Aft to the Tanſy-know,. or Raſhy-ſirand. Pat. W 
Thou ſmiling by my Side— I took Delyte = 
To pou the Ralhes green, with Roots ſac whyte; N 
Of which, as well as my young Fancy: cou'd, 1 
For thee I plet the flow*ry Belt and Snood. | = 
- Peg. When firſt thou gade with Shepherds to the Hill, | Peg. V 
And I to milk the Ews firſt try'd my Skill; 13 
To bear a Leglen was nae Toil to me, _ 4 
When at the Bughts at E'en 1 met with thee. 8 4 
Pat. When Corns grew yellow, and the Hether-bellss 
Bloom'd bonny on the Moor and riſing Fells; Fat. 0 
Nae Birns, or Briers, or Whins &er troubled me, 1 a 
Gif I could find Blae Berries xipe for thee. N ; 
Peg. When thou didſt wreſtle, run, or putt the Stane, 
And wan the Day, my Heart was flightring fain : 
At all theſe Sports thou ſtill gave Joy to me; 
For nane can wreſtle, run, or putt with thee, of 
Pat. Jenny ſings ſaft the Broom of Cowdenknows ; CY 
And Roſie lilts the Milking of the Ews; 77 . = Þ 
There's nane like Nanſy, Jenny Nettles ſings; es. 
At Turns in Maggy Lawder, Marion dings: * 
But when my Peggy ſings, with ſweeter Skill, | 
The Boatman, or the. Laſs of Patie*s Mill; 
It is a thouſand times mair ſwcet to me: | P, 
_ Tho? they ſing well, they canna ſing like thee. | Tha 
Peg. How eith can Laſſes trow what they defire!  _ cr 
And roos'd by them we love, blaws up that Fire. WM Bet 
Bur'wha loves beſt, Jet Time and Carriage try : Sic 
Be conſtant, and my Love ſhall Time defy, | Fitch 
Be ſtill as now, and a' my Cares ſhall be, | | But 
How to contrive what pleaſant is for thee. a 
| H L's ad RATS © Cot 
The foregoing, with a ſmall Variation, was ſung at the Ho 
Acting, as follows, : | EY | 1 
| | 8 4 5 I k 
SANG X. The yecllow-hair'd Laddie. ] 


When firſt my dear Laddie gade to the green Hill, 
And 1 at Ew-milkiag firſt ſeyd my young Still; 


Ty 


—— 
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To bear the Milk-bowie nae Pain was to me, 
When 1 at the bughting forgather'd twith thee, 


Pat. Mhen Corn-rigs wWav'd yellow, and blue Hethbr-bills 
Bloom'd bonny on Moorland and ſweet riſing Fells; 
Nae Birns, Brier or Breckens gave Trouble to me; 

If 1 found the Berries right fipen'd for thee: 


Peg. When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the Stane, 
And caine aff the Victor, my Heart was ay fain : 
} Thy ilka Sport manly gave Pleaſure to me; 
. For nane can put, wreſile or run ſwift as thee. 


Pat. Our Jenny ſings ſaſtly the Cowden Broom Knows, 
And Roſie lilts ſweetly the Milking the Ews ; 
"Ti There's few Jenny Nettles like Nanly can ſing 3 25 
hs At Throw the Wood Laddie, Beſs gars our Lugs ring: 
But when my dear Peggy fangs with better Skill, 
The Boatman, Tweed ſide, or the Laſs of the Mill; 
i "Tis many times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; 
T. For tho they ſing nicely, they cannot like thee: 


EE, Peg. How taſy can Laſſes trow what they dire 

IN And Praiſes ae kindly increaſes Love's Firg : 

Th Give me ſtill this Pleaſure, my Study ſhall be, 
To make my ſelf better and /weeter ſor thee. 4 


| Pat, Wert thou a Giglit Gawky, like the lave, 

That little _— than our Nowt behave; 

At nought they'll ferly — ſenſeleſs Tales believe 5 
Be blyth for ſilly Heghts, for Trifles grieve : — 
dic neer cou'd win my Heart, that kenna how 

| Either to keep a Prize, ot yet prove true. 

But thou in better Senſe, without a Flaw, 

As in thy Beauty, far excels them a'. 

Continue kind, and a' my Care ſhall be, 

How to contrive What pleaſing is for thee. N 
Peg. Agreed: — But harken, yon's auld Aunty's Cry 5 
I ken they'll wonder what can make us ſtay. 
Pat. And let them ferly ; — now a kindly Kiſs; 
Ot fivefcore good ancs wad _ be amiſs; 


| And 
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And ſyne we'll fing the Sang with tuneſu Glee, ; 
That I made up laſt Owk on you and me. ' 8 
Peg. Sing firſt, ſyne claim your Hyre, -——— S 
Pat. — — — Well I agree. | 
| SANG XI. Patie ings. 
By the delicious Warmneſs of thy Mouth, 
And rowing Eye that ſmiling tells the Truth, 


1 gueſs, my Laſſie, that as well as I, 
Vu re made for Love; and why ſhould ye deny? 


5 Peggy ſings. . 
But ken ye, Lad, gif we confeſs o'er ſoon 
Te think us cheap, and ſyne the Wooing*s done? 
The Maiden that over quickly tines her Power, 
| Like unripe Fruit, will taſte but hard and ſowr. 


Patie ſings. 
But gin they hing o'er lang upon the Tree, 
Their Sweetneſs they may tine, and ſae may ye. 
Red-cheeked you compleatly ripe appear, 
And 1 have thol'd and woo'd a lang Haff-year. 


Peggy, ſinging, falls into Patie's Arms. 


Then dinna pou me, gently thus 1 fa 

to my Parties Arms for good and a. 

But flint your Wiſhes to this kind Embrace, 
And mint nae farther till weve got the Grace. 


Patie, with his left Hand about her Waiſt. 


O charming Armfu' ! hence, ye Cares, away: 
Til kiſs my Treaſure a” the live-lang Day; 

All Night Til dream my Kiſſes o'er again, 

Jill that Day come that yell be a' my ain. 


Sung by both. 

Sun, gallop down the Weſilin Skies, 
Gang ſoon to Bed, and quickly riſe ; 
O lafh your Steeds, poſt Time away, 

And haſt about our Bridal Day : 
And if ye're wearied, honeſt Light, 
Sleep gin ye like a Week that Night. 


ACT 


II. | 5 

1 27 
e begebe 
Ae m sein 


— 


Now turn your Eyes beyond yon ſpreading Lime, 

And tent a Man whaſe Beard ſeems bleach'd with Time, © 
An Elwand fills his Hand, his Habit mean; | 
Nae doubt yell think he has a Pedlar been: 

But whiſht ! it is the Knight in Maſquerade, 

That comes hid in this Cloud to ſee his Lad. 

Obſerve how pleas d the loyal Sufferer moves 

Throw his awld Av nues, anes delighiſu Groves. 


Sir William /o0us. 


W 4 HE Gentleman thus hid in low Diſguiſe, 

F I'll for a Space, unknown, delight mine Eyes, 
5 With a full View of every fertile Plain, 
Which once I loſt.— which now gre mine again. 
vet, *midſt my Joys, ſome Proſpects Pain renew, 
& Whilſt I my once fair Seat in Ruins view. 

Vonder, ah me! it deſolately ſtands, 
Without a Roof; the Gates fallen from their Bands; 
The Caſements all broke down; no Chimney left; 
The naked Walls of Tap'ſtry all bereft ; 1 88 
My Stables and Pavilions, broken Walls! 
That with each rainy Blaſt decaying falls; 
My Gardens, once adorn'd the moſt complete, 
With all that Nature, all that Art makes ſweet, 
Where, round the figur'd Green and Pebble - walks, 
The dewy Flowers hung nodding on their Stalks; 
But, overgrown with Nettles, Docks and Brier, 
No Jaccacinths, or Eglintines appear. 
How do theſe ample Walls to Ruin yield, 
Where Peach and Nect' rine Branches found a Beild, 
And bask'd in Rays, which early did produce __ + 
Fruit fair to View, delightfu' in the Uſe ! 
All round in Gaps, the moſt in Rubbiſh ly,  - 
And from what ſtands the wither Branches fly. 
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1 all Grief, — when I'm to ſee my BU 
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y only Prop, and Object of my Care, 
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"Theſe ſoon ſhall be repair d; — and now my joy | 


Since Heaven too ſoon call'd home his Mo rHER fair. 


Him, ere he Boys of Reaſon clear'd his Thought, 


1 ſecretly to faithful Sy mon brought, 
And charg'd him ſtrictly to conceal his Birth, 


Till we ſhould ſee what changing Times brought forth. 
Hid from himſelf, he farts up by jthe Dawn, © 


And ranges careleſs o'er the Height and Lawn, 
After his fleecy Charge ſerenely gay,, 
With other Shepherds whiſtling o'er the Day. 
Thrice happy Life, that's from Ambition free: 


Remov'd from Crowns and Courts, how chearfully, 


A quiet, contented Mortal ſpends his Time, 


In hearty Health, his Soul unſtain d with Crime! 


Or ſung 4s follows. SANG XII. Happy 


Hid from himſelf, now by the Dawn, 
Hie flarts as freſh as Roſes blawn, 

And ranges oder the Height and Lawn, 
© After bis bleeting Flocks. . 

Healthful,” and innocently gay, 

He chants and whiſtles out the Day, 

Untaughr to ſmile, and then betray, 
 *  * Liks courtly Weathercocks 


Life happy, from Ambition free, 

Envy and vile Hypocriſy, © 

Where Truth and Love with Joys agree, 
Unſully'd with a Crime: © © 

Unmov'd with what diſturbs the Great, 

In propping of their Pride and State, © 

He lives, and, unafraid of Fate, 

Contented ſpends his Time. 


* Now tow'rds good Symon's Houſe Pl bend m 
god ſee. what makes yon 8 day; 
ll on the Green, in a fair wanton Ring, 


My youthful Tenants gayly dance and ſing. 


SCENE. 


Clown. 


(Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

*Tis Symon's Houſe, pleaſe to ſtep in, 

And viſſy't round and round; 
There's nought ſuperfluous to give Pain, 

Or cofily to be found. | 
Yet all is clean: A clear Peat-ingle 
' Glances amidſt the Floor; 
The green Horn. ſpoons, Beech Luggies mingle 
On Skelfs forgainſt the Door. 
While the young Brood ſport on the Green, 
Ihe auld anes think it beſt, : ; 
With the brown Cow to clear their Zen, 

Snuff, crack, and take their Reſt. 


Symon, Glaud and Elſpa. 
| ' Glaud. 


Ll \W * anes were young our ſells, — [I like to ſee 
265) 
64 


The Bairns bob round with other merrily. 


Troth, Symon, Patiz's grown a ſtrapan Lad, 


$5287 OS 

Re 

SLES; 
* BY 


And better Looks than his I never bade. 


5 Amang our Lads he bears the Gree awa}, 


And tells his Tale the clevereſt of them a'. 


1. 


Elſ. Poor Man! he's a great Comfort to us baith : 

Gop mak him good, and bid him ay frac Skaith. 

He is a Bairn, Pl ſay't, well worth our Care, 

That ga'e us ne er Vexation late or air. 

Gl. I true, Goodwife, if I be nat miſtane, | 

He ſeems to be with Peggy's Beauty tane: 7 

And troth my Neice is a right dainty Wean, 

As ye well ken; a bonnier needna be, | J 

Nor better, — be't ſhe were na Kin to me. | = 
Sym. Ha! Glaud, I doubt that n&er will be a Match. 

My Patie's wild, and will be ill to catch; 

And or he were, for Reaſons I'll no tell, 

Pd rather be mixt with the Mools my ſell. 1 
Gl. What Reaſon can ye have? There's nane, I'm ſure, 


Vnleſs ye may caſt up that ſhe's but poor. 


Buy gif the Laſſie marry to my Mind, 
III be to her gg my ain Jenny kind ; 


Four- 
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Fourſcore of breeding Ews of my ain Birn, And 
= Five Ky that at ae Milking fills a Kirn, | = Ss. 
| I'll gie to Peggy that Day the's a Bride; | That 
! | By and attour, if my good Luck abide, | 1 ſhi 
= Ten Lambs at Spaining: time, as lang's I live, Jo 
= And twa Quey Cawfs [I'll yearly to them give. | Sy 
| Ei.. Ye offer fair, kind Glaud; but dinna ſpeer Eith. 
| | What may be is not fit ye yet ſhould: hear. ; $. 
| | | Sym. Or this Day cight Days, likely he ſhall learn, | 
= Thar our Denial diſna {light his Bairn. | P. 

| Gl. Well, nae mair o*'t; — come, pie's the other Bend, S. 
| We'll drink their Healths, whatever Way it end. > I'll 1 


= 3 : [Their Healths gae round. 1M : MM 
Spy. But will ye tell me, Glaud; — by ſome 'tis ſaid, 4 Awa 

Tour Neice is but a Fundling, that was laid > Four 
Down at your Hallon-fide, ae Morn in May, Scar. 


8 


Right clean row'd up, and bedded on dry Hay. . 
Gl. That clatteran Madge, my Titty, tells fic Flaws, But 
| Whenge'er our Meg her cankart Humour gaws. 1 
| | Enter Jenny. = &y 
Jen O! Father, there's an auld Man on the Green, Fair 
The felleſt Fortune - teller e' er was ſeen: Con 
' He tents our Loofs, and ſyne whops out a Book, {4 
| Turns owre the Leaves, and gie's our Brows a Look; P. 
| Syne tells the oddeſt Tales that c*er ye heard: Twa 
| His Head is gray, and lang and gray his Beard. Is al 
Sym. Gae bring him in, we'll hear what he can ſay; Sac, 
Nane ſhall gang hungry by my Houſe to day. [ Exit Jenny. | ) 
But for his telling Fortunes, troth I fear r —_— 
He kens nae mair of that than my gray Mare. a: Alftit 
Gl. Spaemen! — the Truth of a* their Saws I doubt; [$ 
For greater Liars never ran thereour. | | 
[Returns Jenny, bringing in Sir William z with them Patie. 
Sym. Ye're welcome, honeſt Carle; here, tak a Scat. E. 
S . Will. I give ye Thanks, Goodman; l'ſe no be blate. With 
* G1. Come rye, Friend; [drinks.] How far came ye the 5 
S. Will. 5 ledge ye, Nibour; — e' en but little Way: In ill 
Rouſted with Eild, a wie piece Gate ſeems lang; Fl 
Twa Miles or threes the maiſt that I dow gang. See 1 
̃ | , e Yoon. Sym. 


—— 
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II. Sym. Ye're welcome here to ſtay all Night with me, 
And tak fic Bed and Board as we can gi' ye. Ny 
S. will. That's kind unſought. — Well, gin ye have a 

Thar ye like well, and wad his Fortune learn, (Bairn, 
1 ſhall employ the fartheſt of my Skill 

To ſpae it faithfully, be'r good or ill. 

Sym. Only that Lad; [pointing to Patie.] alake! I have 

Either to mak me. joy ful now or wae. (nae mae, 

S. Mil. Young Man, let's ſee your Hand, — What gars 
ye ſneer ? Hf 

Pat. Becauſe your Skill's but little worth, I fear. 

S. Will. Ye cut before the Point: = But, Billy, bide, 


id, 1 Awa, awa ! the Deil's owre great wi“ you. 
Four Inch aneath his Oxter is the Mark, 


d.; 


= Scarce ever ſeen ſince he firſt wore a Sark. 
S. Will. I'll tell ye more; if this young Lad be ſpair'd 
But a ſhort While, he'l} be a braw rich Laird. 
| EIſ. A Laird ! — Hear ye, Goodman! —= what think 
I ye now! | | | 
* Sym. I dinna ken! Strange auld Man, what art thou? 
Fair fa' your Heart, *tis good to bode of Wealth; 
Come turn the Timber to Laird Patie's Health. 
$4 __ [ Patie*s Health gaes round. 
Pat. A Laird of twa good Whiſtles and a Kent, 
Twa Curs my truſty Tenants on the Bent, 
Ils all my great Eſtate, — and like to be: 
ae, cunning Carle, ne'er break your Jokes on me. 


y. Sym. 2 Patie; — let the Man look owre your 
8 and ; 
1 Aftimes as broken a Ship has come to Land. 
; [i- William looks a little at Patie's Hand, then counter- 
feats falling into a Trance, while they endeavour to f 
e. lay him right. } 
it. Fl Preſetve's! — the Man's a Warlock, or poſſeſt _ 
With ſome nae good, — or Second-fight at leaſt. 1 
he Where is he now ? w———_ — — 


Gl. He's ſeeing a' that's done 

In ilka Place, beneath or yont the Moon. 1 

Elſ. Theſe Second - ſighted Fowk, His Peace be here ! | 

See Things far aff, and Things to come, as clear - | 
; ; % * 5 0 FA v . 8 


— 


% 
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As I tan fee my Thumb; wow! can he tell 1 AQ 

(Spers at him ſoon as he comes to himſell) = 5: 

ow ſoon we'll ſee Sir William? Whiſht! he heaves, 

And ſpeaks out broken Words like ane that raves. ba 
Sym. He'll ſoon grow better, — Elſpa, haſte ye, gae 

And fill him up a Taſs of Uſquebae. | hr 

Sir William farts up and ſpeaks. | Plut 

A night that foz a LYON fought, Wy Sic 

- Againft a Yerd of Bears, Eo 

Was to lang Toil and Trouble bꝛought, 1 

In which ſome Thouſands ſhares: . 


But now again the LYON rates. 
And Jon ſpzeads owre the Plain; 
The LYON has defeat the Bears, 

The Linight returns again. 


That Knight, in a few Daps, ſhall bꝛing 
A Shepherd frae the Fauld, 
And ſpall pzeſent him to his King, 
A Slibfec true and bauld. | 
He Mr. Pa TRICE ſhall bs call'd: — 
All pou that hear me now, 

Map well believe what © have tald, 
Noz it ſhall happen true. | 


Sym. Friend, may your ſpacing happen ſoon and weel ; 
. But, Faith, I'm redd you've bargain'd with the Deel, 7 
To tell ſome Tales that Fowks wad ſecret kcep'; N 
Or do you get them tald you in your Sleep? =_ 
S. Will. Howe'er I get them, never faſh your Beard; '% 
Nor come I to redd Fortunes for Reward : 1 
zur I'll lay ten to ane with ony here, uh 


\ 


That all I propheſy ſhall ſoon appear. _— 
„Sym. You propheſying Fowks.arc odd kind Men! = 
| They're here that ken, and here that diſna ken, 4 
The wimpled Meaning of your unko Tale, | 
Whilk ſoon will make a Noiſe o'er Muir and Hale. 

. Gl. Tis nãe ſma' Sport to hear how Sym believes, 
And takes't for Goſpel what the Spaemen gives, 

Of flawing Fortunes whilk he evens to Pate: I 

But what We wiſh, we trow at ony rate. NY 


1 


l have but anes a. day that Gift: 


7; We'll but gae round the Place, and ſoon be back, 
Fyne ſup together, and tak our Pint and Crack. 
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| But I have twa ſonſy Laſſes young and fair, 


| Plump ripe for Men: 1 wiſh ye.cou'd foreſee 


And of your beſt gar this auld Stranger eat. 


Am H oblig'd to gueſs what, vere to ſeek ? 
E | 


S. Will. Whiſht, doubtfu' Carle, for ere the Sun 
Has driven twice down to the Sea, | 
What I have ſaid, ye {hall ſee done 
In part, or nae mair credit me. 
Gl. Well, be't fae, Friend; I ſhall ſay naithing mair, 


Sic Fortunes for them might bring Joy to me. 
S. Will. Nae mair through Secrets can I fift, 
Till Darkneſs black the Bent, 


Sac reſt a while content. | 
Sym. Elſpa, caſt on the Claith, fetch butt ſome Meat, 


S. Will. Delay a while your hoſpitable Care, 
I'd rather enjoy this Ev'ning calm and fair, 
Around yon ruin'd Tower to fetch a Walk, 
With you, kind Friend, to have fome private Talk. 
Sym. Soon as you pleaſe, I'll anſwer your Deſire ; —= 
And, Glaud, you'll rake your Pipe beſide the Fire; 


Gl. VII out a while, and ſee the Young-anes'play : 
My Hearr's ſtill light, abeit my Locks be gray. [E&xemunr. 


SCENE UI. 


Jenny pretends an Errand hame, 

Young Roger draps the reſt, 

To whiſper out his melting Flame, 

And thow his Laſſie's Breaſt. | 
Behind a Buſh, well hid frae Sight they meet. 
See ſenny's laughing, Roger's like to greet. 

85 | Poor Shepherd ! 


Roger and Jenny, 
| Roger. | 
D Ear Jenny, I wad ſpeak t' ye, wad ye let, 
And yet 1 ergh, ye're ay ſae ſcornfu? ſer. 
Jen. And what wad Roger ſay, if he could ſpeak ? 


Rog. 
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Rog. Yes ye may gueſs right eith for what I green, 
Baith by my Service, Sighs, and langing Een 
And I maun out wi't tho' I risk your Scorn : 
Ye're never frae my Thoughts baith Even and Morn. 
Ah! cou'd | loe ye leſs, I'd happy be; 
But Happier far, cou'd ye but fancy me. Ly 7 
„Jen. And wha kens, honeſt Lad, but that I may ? 
Ye canna ſay that e' er | ſaid ye _ 
Rog. Alake ! my frighted Heart begins to fail, 
W hene'er | mint to tell you out my Tale, 
For fear ſome tighter Lad, mair rich than I, 
Has won your Love, and near your Heart may ly. 
Jen. | loe my Father, Cuſin Meg | love; 
But to this Day nae Man my Mind could move: 
Except my Kin, ilk Lad's alike to me; 
And frac ye all I beſt had keep me free. 
Reg. How lang, dear Jenny? — na that again: 
What Pleaſure can ye tak in giving Pain? 1 
I'm glad however that ye yet ſtand fre; 
Wha kens but ye may rue, and pity me? 
Jen. Ye have my Pity elſe, to ſee ye ſer 
On that whilk makes our Sweetneſs ſoon foryet. 
Wow! but we're bonny, good, and every thing! 
How ſweet we breathe, whene'er we kiſs or ſing ! 
But we're nae ſooner Fools to give Conſent, 
Than we our Daffine and tint Power repent, . 
When priſon'd in four Waws a Wife right tame, 
Altho? the firſt, the greateſt Drudge at hame. 
Raog. That only happens, when, for ſake of Gear, 
Ane wales a Wife as he would buy a Mare; 
Or when dull Parents Bairns together bind 
Of different Tempers, that can ne er prove kind. 
But Love, true downright Love, engages me, 
. Tho? thou ſhould ſcorn, — ſtill to delight in thee. 
Jen. What ſuggar'd Words frac Wooers Lips can fa“! 
Bur girning Marriage comes and ends them a'. 
I've ſeen with ſhining Fair the Morning riſe, 
And ſoon the ſleety Clouds mirk a' the Skies; 
Pre ſeen the Silver Spring a while rin clear, 
And ſoon in moſſy Puddles diſappear : © 
The Bridegroom may rejoyce, the Bride may ſiniles - 
But ſoon Comtenyions a? their Joys beguile. - 
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Rog. I've ſeen the Morning riſe with faireſt Light, 
The Day unclouded, fink in calmeſt Night; 
Pve ſeen the Spring rin —_—_— throw the Plain, 
Increaſe, and join the Ocean without Stain: 
The Bridegroom may be blyth, the Bride may ſmile, 
Rejoyce throw Life, and all your Fears beguile. + _ 
Jen. Were I bur ſure you lang wou'd Love maintain, 
| The feweſt Words my caly Heart could gain: 

For I maun own, ſince now at Jaſt you're free, 

| Altho? 1 jok'd, I lov'd your Company 

And ever had a Warmneſs in my Breaſt, 

That made ye dearer to me than the reſt. | 
” Rog. I'm happy now! o'er happy! had my Head | 
This Guſh of Pleaſure's like to be my Dead. 

7 Come to my Arms! or ſtrike me! I'm all fyr'd 

With wondring Love! let's kiſs till we be tyr'd. 

ME Kiſs, kiſs ! we'll kiG the Sun and Starns away, 
And ferly at the quick Return of Day! 
O Jenny let my Arms about thee twine, 
And briſs thy bonny Breaſts and Lips to mine. 


i Which may be ſung as follows. SANG XIII. Leith-wynd. | 
fen. Were 1 F wb; you'll conflant prove, 1 
lou ſhould nae mair complain; | 
The eaſy Maid beſet with Love 
Few Words will quickly gain : 
For I muſt own, now ſince you're free, 
This too fond Heart of mine 
Has lang, a black. ſole true to thee, 
Wiſh'd to be pair'd with thine. 


Rog. m happy now; ah ! let my Head 
Upon thy Breaſt recline; 
| The Pleaſure firikes me near- hand dead! 

l Is Jenny then ſae kind 
DOD let me briſs thee to my Heart 

And round my Arms entwine : 

Delyteful Thought; well never part! 
Come preſs thy Mouth to mine. 


Jen. With equal Joy my eaſy Heart gres way, 1 
To own thy well: try d . won the Day. , | 
| z 


2 1 84 | 


Now, | | 
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Now, by theſe warmeſt Kiſſes thou has tane, 
Swear thus to love me when by Vows made ane. 
Rog. I ſwear by fifty thouſand yet to come, 
Or may the firſt ane ſtrike me deaf and dumb; 

There ſhall not be a kindlier dawted Wife, 
If you agree with me te lead your Life. 


Jen. SANG XIV. Orer Bogie. 
| Well J agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my Father gae. 
Make him content to give Conſent; 
He'll hardly ſay you Nay : 
For you have what he wad be at, 
And will commend you well, | 
Since Parents auld think Love grows cauld, 
 * Where Bairns want Milk and Meal, 


 Showd he deny, I carena by, 
He'd contradift in vain. | 
Tho” a my Kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee I will have nane. 
Then never range, or learn to change, 
Like theſe in high Degree : 
And if you prove faithful in Love, 
Dull find nae Fault in me, 


Rog. My Faulds contain twice fifteen forrow Nowt, 
As mony newcal in my Byats rowt; 
Five Pack of Woo I can at Lammas ſell, 

Shorn frae my bob · tail'd Bleeters on the Fell; 

Good twenty Pair of Blankets for out Bed 

With meikle Care my thrifty Mither made: 

Ilk Thing that makes a heartſome Houle and tight, 
Was ſtill her Care, my Father's great Delight. 
They left me all, which now gies Joy to me, 
Becauſe I can give a', my Pear, to thee : | 

And had I fifty times as meikle mair, 

Nane but my Jenny ſhou'd the ſamen skair. 

My Love and all is your's; now hat them faſt, 
And guide them as ye like to gar them laſt. 


Jen. I'll do my beſt; but ſee wha comes this Way, 


Patig and dug, — beſides I mauna ſtay; 


Let's 


Leers ſt 
if we 
792 Rog. 
l' fr: 
Keep 
Io kiſ 
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Let's ſteal frac ither now, and meet the morn, 1 
Fif we be ſeen, we'll drie a deal of Scorn. . 
wy Rog. To where the Saugh-tree ſhades the Mennin- pool, 
ien frac the Hill come down, when Day grows cool; 
Keep Tryſt, and meet me there, there let us meet, 

Jo kiſs, and tell our Love; there's noughr ſac ſweet. 
19 5 5 5 [ Exeunt. 


o ' - $TENE IV 
I his Scene preſents the Knight and Sym 


= Mithin a Gallery of the Place, 
Ny Where all looks ruinous and grim, 
5 Nor has the Baron ſhown his Face; 
Wo But joking with his Shepherd leel, 


Aft ſpeers the Gate he kens fou well, 


Sir William and Sy mon. 


1 a Sir William. 
rroO whom bclongs this Houſe ſo much decay'd ? 

85 3% Sym. To ane that loſt it, lending generous Aid, 
To bear the Head up, when rebellious Tail 


5 Againſt the Laws of Nature did prevail. 
= Sir William Worthy is our Maſter's Name, 
Wha fills us all with Joy, now HE's cemE HAME. 
| [Sir William draps his masking Beard, 
| Symon tranſported ſees ' 
þ The welcome Knig hi with fond Regard, 
| And graſps him round the Knees] 
My Maſter ! my dear Maſter ! — do l breathe ! 
To ſee him healthy, ſtrong, and free frae Skaith ! 
| Return'd to chear his wiſhing Tenant's Sight, | 
To blefs his SON, my Charge, the World's Delight ! 
S. Will. Riſe, faithful Symen, in my Arms enjoy 
A Place, thy due, kind Guardian of my Boy. | 
I came to view thy Care in this Diſguiſe, 
And am confirm'd thy Conduct has been wile ; 
Since ſtill the Secret thou'ſt ſecurely ſeal'd, 
And ne'er to him his real Birth reveal'd. ©, 
L Sym. The due Obedience to your ſtrict Command 
Was the firſt Lock; — neiſt my ain Judgment fand 0 ; 
2275 | Out 


+ 


Our Reaſons plenty : — Since, without Eſtate, 


A Youth, tho? ſprung frac Kings, looks baugh and blate. 


S. Will. And aftcn vain and 1dly ſpend their Time, 
Till grown unfit for Action, paſt their Prime, 


Hang on their Friends, — which gi'es their Sauts a Caſt 


That turns them downright Beggars at the laſt. 

Sym. Now well I wat, Sir, ye have ſpoken true; 
For there's Laird Kytie's Son, that's 10% by few. 
His Father ſteght his Fortune in his Wame, 

And left his Heir nought but a gentle Name. 
He gangs about ſornan frac Place to Place, 

As ſcrimp of Manners, as of Senſe and Grace, 
Oppreſſing all as Puniſhment of their Sin, 
That are within his tenth ree of Kin: 
Rins in ilk Trader's Debt, wha's ſae unjuſt 
To his ain Fam'ly, as ta give him Truſt. 

S. Will. Such uſeleſs Branches of a Commonwealth 
Should be Jopt off, to give a State mair Health, 
Unworthy bare Reflexion. Sy mon, run 
O'er all your Obſervations on my Son. 

A Parent's Fondneſs eaſily finds Excuſe: 
But do not with Indulgence Truth abuſe. | 

Sym. To ſpeak his Praiſe, the langeſt Simmer-day 
Wad be owre; ſhort, — could I them right diſplay. 
In Word and Deed he can ſae well behave, 

That out of ſight he runs before the lave; 
And when there's &er a Quarrel or Conteſt, 
Patrick's made judge, to tell whaſe Cauſe is beft ; 
And his Decreet ſtands good; hell gar it ſtand : 
Wha dares to grumble, finds his correcting Hand. 
With a firm Look, and a commanding Way, 

He gars the proudeſt of our Herds obcy. | 


S. Will. Your Tale much pleaſes; — my good Friend, pro- 
What Learning has he? can he write and read? (ceed : 


Sym. Baith wonder well; for troth I didna ſpare, 
To gi'e him at the School enough of Lair; 
And he delytes in Books: — He reads and ſpeaks, 
With Fowks that ken them, Latin Words and Greeks. 


S. Will. Where gets he Books to read ? — and of what 
Tho ſome give Light, ſome blindly lead the Blind. (kind? 
No Whene'er he drives our Sheep to Edinburgh Port, 


ys ſome Books of Hiſtory, Sangs or Sport; 
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Nox 
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LNor does he want of them a rowth at will, 
And carries ay a Poutchfu' to the Hill. 
About ane Shakeſpear, and a famous Ben, 
He aften ſpeaks, and ca's them beſt of Men. 
> How ſweetly Hauuthrenden and Stirling ſing, | 5 


And ane ca'd Cowley, loyal to his King, 
He kens fou well, and gars their Verſes ring. 
l ſometimes thought that he made o*cr great Fraſe, 
About fine Poems, Hiſtories and Plays. | 
When l reprov'd him aries, — a Book he brings, 
With this, quoth he, on Braes I crack with Kings. 
183 S. Will. He anſwer'd well; and much ye glad my Ear, 
VV hen ſuch Accounts I of my Shepherd hear: 
KReading ſuch Books can raiſe a Peaſant's Mind 
Above a Lord's that is not thus inclin'd. 
cSym. What ken we better, that ſae ſindle look, 
Except on rainy Sundays, on a Book: 
When we a Leaf or twa haff read, haff ſpell, 
Till a“ the reſt ſleep round as well's our ſell?̃p 
| S. Will. Well jeſted, Symon; — but one Queſtion more, 
I'll only ask ye now, and then give o'er. 5 
Ihe Youth's arriv'd the Age when little Loves 
Fighter around young Heats like cooing Doves ; 
Has no young Laſſie with inviting Mein, 
And rohe Cheek, the Wonder of the Green, _ 
Engag'd his Look, and caught his youthful Heart? 
| Sym. I fear'd the warſt, but kend the, ſmalleſt Part, 
Till late I ſaw him twa three times mair ſweet, 
Wich Gland's fair Niece, than I thought right or meet. 
L had my Fears; but now have noughit to fear, 
Since like yourſelf your Son will ſoon appear. 
A Gentleman enrich'd with all theſe Charms, 
2» | May bleſs the faireſt beſt-born Lady's Arms. 


:S. Mill. This Night muſt end his unambi:ious Fire, 


When higher Views ſhall greater Thoughts inſpire. 
Go, Symon, bring him quickly here to me ; 

None but your ſelf ſhall our firſt Meeting ſee. 
vonder's my Horſe and Servants nigh at hand; 


at They come juſt at the time I gave Command ; 
H Straight in my own Apparel I'll go dreſs; 
Ty Now ye the Secret may to all confeſs. 


Sym. 


Or 


40 De GENTLE SHEPHERD. Act Iv. 
chm. With how much Joy Ion this Errand flee, 8 
There's none can know, that is not downright me. [ Exit, l 


i Sir William ſolus. 19 

When the Event of Hopes ſucceſsfully appears, f 

One happy Hour cancells the Toil of Years. 

A thouſand Toils are loſt in Lethe's Stream, 

And Cares evanith like a Morning-dream ; 

When wiſh'd for Pleaſures riſe like Morning: light, 

The Pain that's paſt enhances the Delight. : 

Theſe. Joys I feel that Words can ill expreſs, 

I ne'er had known without my late Diſtreſs. PE, 
Bur from his ruſtick Buſineſs and Love, | 5 

J muſt in haſte my Patrick ſoon remove, 5 oy 

To Courts and Camps that may his Soul improve. 

Like the rough Diamond, as it leaves the Mine, 
Only in litile Breakings ſhews its Light, 

Till artful Poliſhing has made it ſhine: 


Thus Education makes the Genius bright. 4 


de ce cl cr cis dib cle r ehe pi 


Even 
= | | And 
- ACT IV. SCENE I. | _ 
s ö | { W. 
The Scene deſcrib'd in former page, | Sic EF 
Glaud's Onſet.— Euter Mauſe and Madge. But! 
a ee ; #51 Von 
O Laird's come hame, and own'd young Pate hi * 
Heir! =. 
That's News indeed! = — — Lo 
Mad. — As true as ye ſtand there. Gif 
As they were dancing all in Symon's Yard, | | 4 
Sir William, like a Warlock, with a Beard, And 
Five Ni ves in length, and white as driven Snaw, - 2 
Amang us came, cry'd, Had ye merry 4a”. 
We ferly'd meikle at his unco Look, 
While frac his Poutch he whirled forth a Book: 
As we ſtood round about him on the Green, | | 
He view'd us a', but fix'd on Pate his Een; Thel 1 
= | | eng 


* 
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IV. Then pawkily pretended he cou'd ſpae, 
et for his, Pains and Skill wad nacthing hae. 
it.. Mau. Then ſure the Laſſes, and ilk gaping Coof; 
ad rin about bim, and had Gut their Loaf. 
I Mad.. As faſt as Fleas skip to the Tate of Woo, _ 
I Whilk flee Tod Lawrz hads without his Mow, 
when he to drown them, and his Hips to cool, 
In Simmer-days flides backward in a Pool. 
ln ſhort, he did for Pate braw Things foretell, 
Without the Help bf Conjuring or Spell. 
At laſt, when well diverted, he withdrew, 
F Pow'd aff his Beard to Symon, Symon knew 
His welcome Maſter ; — round his Knees he gat; 
Hang at his Coat, and ſyne for Blythneſs grat. 
Patrick was ſent for — happy Lad is he! 
sSymon tald Elſpa, Elſpa tald it me. 
| Ye'll hear out # the ſecret Story ſoon; 
And troth *tis e' en right odd, when a? is done, 
Io think how Symon neer afore wad tell, 
fl Na, no ſae meikle as to Pate himſell. | 
| Our Meg, poor Thing, alake ! has loſt her Jo. 
au. It may be ſae, wha kens? and may be nd. 
Io lift a Love that's rooted, is great Pain: ? 
Even Kings have tane a Queen out of the Plain; 2 
And what has been before, may be again. J. 


Mad, Sic Nonſenſe ! Love tak Root but Tocherigoody 

"Tween a Herd's Bairn, and ane of gentle Blood: 

Sic Faſhians in King Bruce's Days might be; . 

But ficcan Ferlies now we never ſee. _ 

Mau. Gif Pate forſakes her, Bauldy (ſhe may gain; Y? 

[23 Yonder he comes, and wow but he looks fain ; 7 

MNae doubt he thinks that Peggy's now his ain. 

Mad. ble get her! ſlavering Doof! lt ſets him well 
To yoke a Plough where Patrick thought to teil. 

„ | Gif I were Meg, ['d let young Maſter ſee— 

| Mau. Ye'd be as dorty in your Chaice as he. 

And ſo wad I : But whiſht, here Bauldy comes! 


Euter Bauldy ſinging. 


Jenny ſaid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, 
Te ſhall! be the Lad, I'll be the Laſs my ſell « 
1 32 55 15 
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Yere a bonny Lad, and I'm a Laſſie free; 
Yere welcomer to tak me than to let me be. 


I trow ſae. — Laſſes will come to at laſt, FE 
Tho? for a while they maun their Snaw-baws caſt. 
Mau. Well, Baxidy, how gaes a“? | 
Baul. — — aich unco right: 
I hope we'll a' ſleep ſound but aue this Night. 8 
Mad. And wha's tht unlucky ane? if we may ask. 
Baul. To find our that is nae difficult Task. | 
Poor bonny Px6'6T, Wha maun think nae mair 
On Pate turn'd PAT AIK and Sir WIILIIAu's Heir. 
Now, now, good Madge and honeſt Mauſe, ſtaud be, 
While Meg's in dumps, put in a Word for me. 
I' be as kind as ever Pare could prove, 
Leſs wilful, and ay conſtant in my Love. ; 
Mad. As Neps can witneſs, and the buſhy Thorn, 
Where mony a timeto her your 'Heart was fworn, 
ly, Bauldy ! bluſh, and Vows of Love regard : 
What other Laſs will trrow'a manſworn Herd? 
The Curſe of Heaven hings ay aboon their Heads, 
That's ever guilty of fic ſinfuꝰ Deeds. 
II ne'er adviſe my Niece ſae gray a Gate, 
or will ſne be advis'd; fou well I ware. 
Baul. Sac gray a Gate! Manſworn! and a' the reſt 
Ye leed, auld: Rovdes|—— and in Faith had beſt 
Eat in your Words, elſe 'ſhall-gar ye ſtand 
Wich a het Face afore the haly Band. 


8 


Mad. Ye'|l gar me ſtand l ye ſheveling gabbjr Brock 


Speak thãt again, and, trembling, dread my Rock, 
And ten Nat Nails? tha Shen iny — are in, 
Can flyp the Skin 0 ye'r' Cheeks out owre your Chin. 
Baul. I tak ye witneſs, Mauſe; ye heard her ſay, 
That l'mmanſworn, — I' winna let it gae. 
Mad. Le're witneſs too, he cad me bonny Names, 
And ſhould be ſerv'd as his good Breeding claims. 
Ye filthy Dog! TS 
{ Flies to his Hair like a Fury : — A ſtout Battle. 
| Mauſe endeavours to red d them. | 
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is fac daft like. | | 


TY, 1 
= [Bauldy gets out of Madge's Clucches with 4 bleeding 


1 
>, 


. Noſe. | 
Mad. ——— tis dafier like to thole 
An Ether- cap, like him, to blaw the Coal. | 
It ſets him well, with vile unſcrapic Tongue, | 
Io caſt up whether I be auld or young. | | 
They're aulder yet than I have married been, | 
And or they died their Bairns Bairns have ſeen. | 
Mau. That's true; and, Bauldy, ye was far to blame, 
Io ca' Madge ought but her ain chriſten'd Name. 
. Baut. My Lugs, my Noſe, and Nodle finds the ſame. 
Mad. Auld Roudes “ filthy Fallow, I ſhall auld ye. 
7 1 Mau. Howt no; — yell &en be Friends with honeſt 
- on Bauldy. . „ 
Come, come, thake Hands; this maun nae farther gae: 
Le maun forgie*m ; I ſee the Lad looks wae. 
Baul. In troth now, Mauſe, I have at Madge nae ſpite : 
But the abuſing firſt was a' the Wyre on 
Of what has happen'd, and ſhould therefore crave 
My Pardon firſt, and ſhall Acquittance have. be on 
Mad. I crave your Pardon! Gallows face, gae greet, | 
And own your Faut to her that ye wad cheat. 
» Gae, or be blaſted in your Health and Gear, 
Till ye learn to perform as well as ſwear. 
3# Vow and loup back! — Was cer the like heard tell? 
"If .Swith tak him, Deil, he's owre lang out of Hell. 
1 Baul. [running off.] His Preſence be about us! Curſt 
That were condemn'd for Life to live with thee. (were he, 
x 5 [Exit Bauldy. 
Mad. [laug hing.] I think I have towzled his Harigals a- 
He'll no ſoon green to tell his Love to me. (wee; 
He's but a Raſcal that wad mint to ſerve 
A Laſſie face he does but ill deſerve. | 
Mau. Ye towin'd him tightly, — I commend ye for't: 
His blooding Snout gae me nae little Sport; | 
For this Forenoon he had that ſcant of Grace 
And Breeding baith,— to tell me to my Face, 
He hop'd I was a Witch. and wad na ſtand 
To lend him in this Caſe my helping Hand. OY 
Mad. A Witch! — How had ye Patience this to bear, 
And leave him Een to ſee, or Lugs to hear ? 
| F 3 Mau. 


2 * 
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Mas. Auld wither d Hands, and feeble Joints, like mine, ] Wich 
Obliges Fowk Reſentment to decline, hae al 
Till aft tis feen, when Vigour fails, then we 
With Cunning can the lack of Pith ſupplic. 
Thus I pat aff Revenge till it was dark. 
Syne bad him come, and we ſhould gang to Wark : 
im ſurc he'll keep his Tryſte; and | came here 
g ſeek your Help, that we the Fool may fear. 
Mad. And ſpecial Sport we'll have, as I proteſt 3 
Yell be the Witch, and I ſhall play the Ghaiſt. 
A Linen-ſhcet wond round me, like ane dead; 
Fl} eawk my Face, and grane, and ſhake my Head. 
We'll fleg him ſac, he'll mint nae mair to gang 
A 8 to do a Laſſie wrang. | 


Mau. Then let us go; for ſee, tis hard on Ni ht; «gif 
The Weſtlin Cloud ſhines red with ſetting Light. ny, Wh on 
c + wt. *b WR" . . 2 wh 5 
| ; 1 Wi 
SCENE II. | Ke 


When Birds begin to nod upon the Bough, * 
— goo green Swaird grows damp with falling De; 
White good Sir William is co Reſt retir'd, oh 
The Sentle Shepherd, tenderly inſpir d, 
Walks through the Broom with Roger ever leel, 
I Ty queet, to comfort Meg, and tak farewell. 


Patie aud Roger. 


Roger. 
Ow but I'm cadgie, and my Heart loups light; 
| O! Mr. Patrick, ay your Thoughts were right. 
Sure gentle Fowh are farer ſeen than we, | 
That naithing hae to brag of Pedigree. 
My Jepny now, wha brake my Heart this Morn, 
Is perfect yielding, — ſweet, — and nae mair Scorn. 
I ſpake my Mind, — {he heard; = | ſpake again, 
She ſmil'd, — I kiſs'd, — I woo'd, nor woo'd in vain. 
Pat, I'm glad to hear't: But O] my Change this Day 
e up my. Joy, and yer lm ſometimes wag. 
ie found a Father gently kind as brave, | 
Ang an Eltare that hfis me boon the laye, 


*. 


wih 
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wich Looks all Kindneſs, Words that Love confeſt, 
* He all the Father ro my Soul expreſt, * | 
* & While cloſe he held me to his manly Breaſt. . | 
| Such were the Eyes, he ſaid, thus ſmiPd the Mouth 
Of thy lov'd Mother, Bleſſing of my Youth! 
Who ſet too ſoon! —» And while he Praiſe beſtaw'd, 
Adown his graceful Cheek a Torrent flow?d. SLE 
My new-bora Joys, and this his tender Tale, 
Did, mingled thus, o'er a- my Thoughts prevail; 
That, ſpeechleſs lang, my late kend Sire | view'd, 
While guſbing Tears my panting Breaſt bedew'd. 
ko Unuſual Tranſports made my Head turn round, 8 
W hilſt I my ſelf with riſing Raptures found 5 
1 The happy Son of ane ſae much renown'd. 
But he has heard — too faithful Symon's Fear 
, Has brought my Love for Peggy to his Ear; 
which he forbids; — ah! this confounds my Peage, 
= While thus to beat my Heart muſt ſooner ceaſe. 
Rog. How to adviſe ye, troth I'm at a ſtand ; 
But were't my Caſe, ye'd clear it up aff hand. 
Pat. Duty and haflen Reaſon plead his Cauſe: 
But what cares Love for Reaſon, Rules and Laws? 
Still in my Heart my Shepherdeſs excells, 
And Part of my new Happineſs repells. 


or [ung as follows, SANG XV. Kirk wad let me be. 
Duty and Part of Reaſon 
M Pleads flrong on the Parents Side, 
Which Love ſuperior calls Treaſon ; 
1 The ſtrongeſt muſt be okey'd : 
For now, tho I'm one of the Gentry, 
My Conſtancy Falſhood repells ; 
For Change in my Heart has no Entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excells. 


{ Rog. Enjoy them baith ; — Sir William will be won : 
Your Peggy's bonny, — you're his only Son. 
un. BY Pat. She's mine by Vows, and ſtronger Ties of Love, 
ay WW And. frac theſe Bands nae Change my Mind ſhall move. 
| PII wed nane elſe, through Life 1 will be true; 
But ſtill Obedience is a Parent's Due. 


Rog. | 
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Fog. Is not our Maſter, and your {ell to ſtay W Th 
Amang us here, — or are ye gawn away 
To London Court, or ither far aff Parts, 
To leave your ain poor us with braken Hearts ? 
Pat. To Edinburgh ſtraight to-morrow we advance, 1 To 
To London neiſt, and afterwards to France, L | 
Where [ muſt ſtay ſome Years, and learn — to dance, J, 
And twa three other Monky-tricks : — That done, © 
I come hame ſtrutting in my red-heePd Shoon. 
Then 'tis defign'd, when I can well behave, 
That [| maun be ſome petted Thing's dull Slave, 
For ſome few Bags of Caſh, that I wate werl, 
I nae mair need nor Carts do a third Wheel. 
Bur Peggy, dearer ro me than my Breath, 
Sooner than hear fic News, ſhall hear my Death. 
| Rog. They wha have juſt enough can ſoundly ſleep, 
The Qzwrecome only faſhes Frwk 20 l. 
Good Mr. Patrick, tak your ain Tale hame. 
Pat. What was my Morning-thought, at Night's the 
ſame : | 
The Poor and Rich but differ in the Name. 
Cox TEN T's the greateſt Bliſs we can procure 
EFrae *boon the Lift- —— Without it Kings are poor. 
Rog. But an Eſtate, like your's, yields braw Content, 
When we but pike it ſcantly on the Bent: 
Fine Claiths, ſaft Beds, ſweet Houſes, and red Wine, 
Good Chear, and witty Friends, whene'et ye dine, 
Obeyſant Servants, Honour, Wealth and Eaſe; 
M ha's no content with theſe, are ill to pleaſe. 
Pat. Sae Roger thinks, and thinks not far amiſs; 
But mony a Cloud hings hovering o'cr their Bliſs : 
The Paſhons rule the Roaſt 3; — and, if they're ſour, 
Like the lean Ky, they'll ſoon the fat devour. 
The Spteen, tint Honour, and affronted Pride, 
Stang like the ſharpeſt Goads in Gentry's Side. 
The Gouts'and Gravels, and the ill Diſeaſe, 
Are frequenteſt with Fowk owrelaid with Eaſe; 
While'o'er the Muir, the Shepherd, with leſs Care, 
Enjoys his ſober Wiſh, and haleſome Air. ; 
Rog. Lord! Man, I wonder ay, and it delights 
My Heart, whene'er I hearken to your Flights. 5 
5 | 0 
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V. How gat ye a' that Senſe? I fain wad lear, x ; 
That I may eaſier Diſappointments bear. . 
Pat. Frae Books, the wale of Books, I gat ſome Skill 3 
Thele beſt can teach what's real Good and III. | 
Neer grudge ilk Lear to ware ſome Stanes of Cheeſe, 
jp W To gane theſe filent Friends that ever pleaſe. | 


"Rog. I'l1:do't, and ye ſhall tell me which to buy: { 
Faith I'ſe hae Books, tho' 1 ſhould fell my Ky. | 
But now, let's hear how you're defign*d to move 

Between Sir William's Will and Peggy's Love. | | 

Pat. Then here it lyes, — His Will maun be "oy [ 


My Vows I'll keep, and ſhe ſhall be my Bride: 
But I ſome time this laſt Deſign maun hide. 
| ZZ Keep you the ſecret cloſe, and leave me here; 
II ſent for Peggy; yonder comes my Dear. 
4 Rog. Pleas d that ye truſt me with the Secret, I, + 
Io wyle it frac me, a' the Deels defy. Exit Roger. 


_ Patie ſolus. | 
el With what a Struggle muſt I now impart 
My Father's Will to her that hads my Heart! 
5 ! ken ſhe loves, and her ſaft Soul will fink, X 
3 While it ſtands trembling on the hated Brink 
Of Diſappointment — Heaven, ſupport my Fair, 
> And let her Comfort claim your tender Care. 
Her Eyes are red = — — 


: Enter Peggy. | 
, — My Peggy, why in Tears? 
smile as ye wont, allow nae Room for Fears: 

3 Tho' I'm nae mair a Shepherd, yet Pm thine. 

1 Peg. I dare not think ſae high: I now repine 
N At the unhappy Chance, that made not me 

| A 2 ah, or {till a Herd kept thee. - 

Wha can, withomren Pain, fee frac the Coaſt 
The Ship that bears his All like to be loſt; 
Like to be carried by ſome Rever's Hand, 
Far. frae Eis Wiſhes to ſome diſtant. Land ? 

Pat. Ne'er quarrel Fate, whilſt it with me remains, 
To raiſe thee up, or ſtill attend theſe Plains. 
My Father has forbid our Loves, 1 own; 

But Loye's ſuperior to a Parent's Frown, 


I Fal: 


43 N CENTLE SHEPHERD: Ad I 
I Falſhood hate: Come kiſs thy Cares away; x, 
I ken to love, as well as to obey. - 

Sir William's gencrous, leaye the Task to me, 


Jo make ſtrict Duty and true Love agree. 


Peg. Speak on! — ſpeak ever thus, and till my Grief; 
But thort 1 dare to hope the fond Relief. | 
New Thoughts a gentler Face will ſoon inſpire, 
That with nice Air ſwims round in Silk Attire; 
Then l, poor me! — with Sighs may ban my Fate, 
W hen the young Laird's nae mair my hartſome Pate: 
Nae mair again to hear ſweet Tales expreſt 
By the blych Shepherd that excell'd the reſt: 

ae mair be envy'd by the tatling Gang, 
When Patie kiſs'd me, when 1 danc'd or ſang: 
Nae maar, alake! we'll on the Meadow play 
And rin hatt breathleſs round the Rucks of Hay, 
As aftimes I have fled from thee right fain, 
And fawn on Purpole that i might be tane. 
Nae mair around the Foggy-Know l'II creep, 


To watch and ſtare upon thee while aſleep. WW The 
But hear my'Vow —'"rwill help to give me Eaſe If at 
May ſudden Death, or deadly fair Diſeaſe, N Tol 
And warſt of llls attend my wretched Life, For 
If e er to ane but you I be a Wife, To 
. | | Wh 

Or ſung as follows, SANG XVI. Woes my Heart that Te. 
we ſhou'd ſunder. B | h. 
Speak on, — ſpeak thus, and ſtill my Grief, Mac 

Hold up a Heart that's ſinking under My 

Theſe Fears, that ſoon will want Relief, Thy 

When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſundar. Wit 

A gentler Face and Silk Attire, Hop 

A Lady rich in Beauty's Bloſſom, | Anc 

Alake poor me ! wili now conſpire, To 

To at thee from thy Peggy's Boſom. | A Il 

An 

No more the Shepherd who excelld Wh 


| The reſt, whoſe Wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's Praiſes tell, 
Ah! 1 can die, but never ſunder. 
YT Meadows where we often ſtray d, 
1 Banks where we were wont to wander, 


Sweet 


3 1 52 1 "I * 
OI DOS IP 

S 
3 8 


l Iv. The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 49 


Sweet ſcented Rucks round which we play'd, 
Du ll loſe yout Sweets when we're aſunder. 
Again, ah! ſhall I never creep | 
Around the Know with (lent Duty, 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly Beauty? 
Hear, Heaven, while ſolemnly I votu, 
Tho thou ſhouldſt prove a wandering Lover, 
Throw Life to thee 1 ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a Wife to any other. 


Pat. Sure Heaven a proves; — and be aſſur'd of me, 


I' ne'er gang back of: what ['ve ſworn to thee; 
And Time, t 


o* Time maun interpoſe a While, 
And I maun leave my Peggy and this Iſle; 
Yer Time, nor Diſtance, nor the faireſt Face, 


If there's a fairer, cer ſhall fill thy Place. 


at 


| I'd hate my riſing Fortune, ſhould it move 


The fair Foundation of our faithful Love. 

If at my Foot were Crowns and Scepters laid, 

To bribe my Soul frae thee, delightful Maid; 

For thee I'd ſoon leave theſe inferior Things 

To fic as have the Patience to be Kings. 

Wherefore thar Tear? believe, and caim thy Mind. 
Peg. | greet for ſoy to hear thy Words ſac kind. 


When Hopes were ſunk, and nought but mirk Deſpair, 


Made me think Life was little worth my Care, 


| My Hcart was like to burſt : But now | ſee | 


Thy generous Thoughts will ſave thy Love for me 
With Patience then, I'll wait each wheeling Year, 
Hope Time away till thou with Joy appear. 

And all the while I'll ſtudy gentler Chatms, 

To make me fitter for my Traveller's Arms. 


I'll gain on Uncle Glaud; — he's far frae Fool, 


And will not grudge to put me throw ilk School, 
Where I may Mannets learn ——oommm w- 


Or ſung as follows. SANG XVII. Tweed ſide. 
When Hope was quite ſunk in Deſpair, 
My Heart it was going to break; : 
My Life appear*'d worthleſs my Care, b 
But now 1 will ſav't for thy Sake. | 
$97 G | | Mere er 
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Whereer my Love travels by Day, 
"Wherever he lodges by Night, 
With me his dear Image ſhall ſlay, 
And my Soul keep him &er in Sight. 


With Patience Fl wait the long Year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt Charms; 
Hope Time away till thou appear, 
| To lock thee for ay in thoſe Arms. 
- Whilſt thou was a Shepherd, I prix'd 
No higher Degree in this Life, 
Bat now Tl endeavour to riſe 
To 4 Height is becoming thy Wife. 


For Beauty that's only Skin deep, 
Muſs fade like the Gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a Decay. | 
Nor Age, nor the Changes of Life, 4 or / 
Can quench the fair Fire of Love, | | 
If Virtue's ingrain'd in the Wife, 
And the Husband have Senſe to approve. 


Pat. — That's wiſcly ſaid, 
And what your Uncle wares ſhall be well paid. 
Tho? without a? the little Helps of Art, 
Thy native Sweets might gain a Prince's Heart; 
Yer now, leſt in our Station we offend, 
| We muſt learn Modes to Innocence unkend ; 
Alffect aft times to like the Thing we hate, 

And drap Serenity to keep up State: | | 
Laugh when we're ſad, {peak when we've nought to ſay, 
And, for the Faſhion}; when we're blyth ſeem wac: | 
Pay Compliments to them we aft have ſcorn'd, 

I. ben ſcandalize them when their Backs are turn'd. 
Peg. If this is Gentry, I had rather be | 
What I am till; — but I'll be ought with thee. 

Pat. No, no, my Peggy, | but only jeſt 

With Gentry's Apes; for ſtill amangſt the beſt, 
Good Manners give Integrity a Bleeze, | 
When native Virtues join the Arts to pleaſe. 


7 


22 


Peg. 


Pez. Since with nae Hazard, and ſae ſmall Expence, 
My Lad frac Books can gather ficcan Senſe; 
Then why, ah! why ſhould the tempeſtuqus Sea 
Endanger thy dear Life, and frighren me? 
Sir William's cruel, that wad force his Son, 
For Watna- whats, ſae great a Risk to run, SN 
Pat. There is nae Doubt but Travelling does improve, 

Yer | would ſhun it for thy Sake, my Love: ” | 
But ſoon as Ive ſhook aff my Land wart Caſt 
In foreign Cities, hame to thee 1'll haſte. 

"peg. With every ſetting Day and riſing Morn, - 
| I'll kneel to Heaven and ask thy ſafe Return. 
Under that Tree, and on the Swuckler Brae, 
Where aft we wont, when Bairns, to run and play ; 
And to the Hiſſel Shaw, where firſt ye vow'd | 
ve wad be mine, and I as cithly trow'd, 
I'll aften gang, and tell the Trees and Flowers, 
With Joy, that they'll bear Witueſs I am yours, 


Or ſung as follows. SANG XVIII. Buſh aboon Traquair, 
| At ſetting Day and riſing Morn, | 
With Saul that ſtill ſhall love thee, 
2 a of Heaven thy ſafe Return, 
With all that can improve thee. 
Tl viſit oft the Birken Buſh, 
When firſt thou kindly told me | 
Sweet Tales of Love, aud hid my Bluſh, 
Whilſt round thou didſt enfold me. 


Jo all our Haunts I will repair, 
Buy Greenwood-ſhaw or Fountain; 
Or where the Summer-day Pd ſhare 
With thee, upon you Mountain. 
There will I tell the Trees and Flowers, 
From Thoughts unfeign'd and tender, 
By Vows you're mine, by Love is yours 
A Heart which cannot wander. 


Pat. My Dear, allow me, frac thy Temples fair, 
A ſhining Ringlet of thy flowing Hair; | 
Which, as a Sample of each lovely Charm, 
Pl aften kiſs, — Wear —_ my Arm. 
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Peg. Wer't in my Power with better Boons to pleaſe, 
- Pd give the beſt I could with the ſame Eaſe: | 
Nor wad I, if thy Luck had fallen to me, 
Been in ae Jor leſs generous to thee. | | 
Pat. | doubt it not; but ſince we've little Time, 
To ware't on Words, wad border on a Crime: 
Love's ſafter Meaning better is expreſt, . 
When tis with Kiſſes on the Heart impreſt. [Exeum 


| rr re 
ACT v. SCENE I. 


See how poor Bauldy ſtares like ane poſſeſt, 
And roars up Symon frac his kindly Reſt : 
Bare-leg'd, with Night-cap, and unbutton'd Coat, 
See the auld Man comes forward, to the Sot. | 


| Symon and Bauldy. * 


Symon. 


| Har want ye, Bauldy, at this early Hour, 
| | A N While drouly Sleep keeps a* beneath its Power? 
| Far to the North the ſcant approaching, Light 
Stands equal *twixt the Morning and the Night. 
What gars ye ſhake and glowr, and look ſac wan? 
Your Teeth they chitter, Hair like Briſtles ſtand. 
Baul. O len me ſoon ſome Water, Milk or Ale, 
My Head's grown giddy, — Legs with ſhaking fail; 
II ne&er dare venture forth at Night my lane; 
Alakel Il never be my ſell again. 
Vil ne'er o erput it! Symon, O Symon! O! ; 
P [Symon gives him a Drink. 
Sym. What ails thee, Gowk! — to make ſac loud Ado? 
You've wak'd Sir Will;am, he has left his Bed, 
He comes, I fear ill pleas'd; I hear his Tred. 


Enter Sir William. va 
S. Will. How goes the Night? Does Day-light yet appear? 
mon, yau're very timeouſſy aſteer. Sym. 
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But ſome ſtrange Thing has Bawldy's Sp*rit oppreſt, 
He's ſeen ſome Mich, or wreſtl'd with a Ghaiſt. 
Baul. O ay, — dear Sir, in Treth 'tis very true, 
And I am come to make my Plaint to you. 
S. Mill. | ſmiling ] lang to heart ———— 
Bau. —— Ah! Sir, the Witch caw'd AMauſe, 
Thar wins aboon the Mill amang the Haws, 
Firſt promis'd that ſhe'd help me with her Art, 
To ox a bonny thrawart Laſlie's Heart. 
As ſhe had tryſted, I met wi'er this Night, 
But may tac Friend of mine get fic a bright! 
For the curſt Hag, inſtead of doing me Good, 
(The very Thought o't's like to freeze my Blood!) 
Rais'd up a Ghaiſt or Deel, I kenna whilk, | 
Like a dead Corſe, in Sheer as white ay Milk. 
Black Hands it had, and Face as wan as Death; 
Upon me faſt the Muth and it fell baith. | 
And gat me down, while I, like a great Fool, 
Was laboured as I wont to be at School: 
My Heart out of its Hool was like to lowp 3 
I pithleſs grew with Fear, and had nae Hope, 
Till with an elritch Laugh they vaniſb'd quite; 
Syne I, haf dead with Anger, Fear and Spite, 
Crap up, and fled ſtraight frac them, Sir, to you, 
Hoping your Help, to gre the Deel his Due. 


Sym. I'm forty, Sir, that we've diſturb'd your * 


I'm ſure my Heart will ne'er gi'e o'er to dunt, 


Till in a fat Tar. barrel Mauſe be burnt. 
S. Will, Well, Bauldy, what e' er's juſt ſhall granted be, 
Let Mauſe be brought this Morning down to me. 
Baul. Thanks to your Honaur, ſoon (hall L obey; 
But firſt I'll Roger raiſe, and twa three mae, 
To catch her faſt, or the get Leave to ſqueel, 


And caſt her Cantraips that bring up the Deel. [Exit Bauldy. 


S. Will. Troth Symon, Bauldy's more afraid than hurt, 


Ihe Witch and Ghaiſt have made themſelves good Sport. 


What ſilly Notions crowd the clouded Mind, 

That is, throw Want of Education, blind! - | 
Sym. But does your Honaur think there's nae fic Thing, 

As Witches raiſing Deels up through a Ring? | 

Syne playing Tricks, a thouſand I cou'd tell, 

Cou'd never be contriv'd on this Side Hell. 8 | 
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S. Mill. Such as the Devil's dancing on a Moor, 
Amongſt a few old Women, craz'd and poor, 
Who are rejoyc'd to ſee him frisk and lowp 
Ober Braes and Bogs, with Candles in his Dowp, 
| Appearing ſometimes like a black-horw'd Cow, 
Alfi - times like Bawty, Badrans, or a Sew; ; 
Then with his Train throw airy Paths to glide, 
While they on Cats, or Clowns, or Broomſtaffs ride; 
Or in the Egg ſhell skim out o'er the Main, 
To drink their Leader's Health in France or Spain; 
Then afi by Night, bumbaze hare-hearted Fools, 
By crumbling down their Cup-board, Chairs and Stools : 
Whate'er's in Spells, or if there Witches be, | 
Such Whimſies ſeem the moſt abſurd ro me. 
Sym. *Tis true enough, we ne' er heard that a Witch 
Had either meikle Senſe, or yet was rich: Ss 
Bat Mauſe, tho? poor, is a ſagacious Wife, 
And lives a quiet and very honeſt Life. 
That gars me think this Hobleſhew that's paſt 
Will land in naithing but a Joke ar laſt. 5 
S. Will. Pm ſure it will; — but ſee increafing Light 
Commands the, Imps of Darkneſs down to Night: 
Bid raiſe my Servants, and my Horſe prepare, 
Whilſt I walk out to take the Morning air. 


SANG XIX. Bonny gray- ey'd Morn. 
The bonny gray- ey d Morning begins to peep, 
| And Darkneſs flyes before, the riſing Ray, 
The hearty Hynd ſtarts from his lazy Sleep, 
To follow healthful Labours of the Day, 
Without a guilty Sting to wrinkle his Brow ; 
' The Lark and the Linnet tend his Levee, 
And he joins their Concert, driving his Plow, 
From Toil of Grimate and Pageantry free. 


Ae 


* 


While fluſter d with Wine, or madden' d with Lofs 
Of half an Eſtate, the Prey of a Main, 
Ihe Drunkard and Gameſter tumble and toſs, 
Wiſhing for Calmneſs and Slumber in vain. 
Be my Portion Health and Quietneſs of Mind, 
Placid at a due Difiance from Parties and Thats, 
g 2 | Where 


* 


Act v. The GENTLE SHEPHERD. 355 
Mere neither Ambition nor Avarice blind | 
Reach him who has Happineſs link'd to his Fate. 
LExeunt : 


% 


SCENE II. 


While Peggy laces up her Boſom fair, 
With a blue Snood Jenny binds up her Hair 3 
Glaud by his Morning-ingie takes a Beek, 
The riſing Sun ſhines motty throw the Reek, 

A Pipe his Mouth, the Laſſes pleaſe his Een, 
And now and then his Joke maun inter veen. 


1 

1 

1 
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Claud, Peggy and Jenny. 


— — — 


E 


Glaud . 


3» Wiſh, my Bairns, it may keep fair till Night; 
1 Ye do not uſe fac ſoon to ſee the Light. a 
Nae doubt now ye intend to mix the Thrang, 
To take your Leave of Patrick or he gang: 
But do you think, that now when he's a Laird, 
That he poor landwart Laſſes will regard? 
Jen. Tho' he's young Maſter now, ['m very ſure, 
He has mair Senſe than flight auld Friends tho' poor; 
But yeſterday he gae us mony a Tug, | 
And kiſꝰd my Cuſin there frac Lug to Lug. - 
Gl. Ay, ay, nae doubt o't, and he'll do't again; 
Bur be advis'd, his Company refrain. 
Before, he, as a Shepherd, ſought a Wife, 
With®her to live a chaſte and frugal Live : 
But now, frown gentle, ſoon he will forſake 
Sic godly Thoughts, and brag of being a Rake. 
Peg. A Rake! what's that?— Sure if it means ought ill, 
He'll never be'r, elſe I have tint my Skill. | 
Gl. Daft Laſſie, ye ken nought of the Affair: 
Ane young, and good, and gentle's unco rare. 
A Rake's a graceleſs Spark, that thinks nae Shame, 
To do what like of us thinks Sin to name. 
as Sic are ſae void of Shame, they'll never ſtap, 
To brag how aften they have had the Clap. | 
| 8 7 They'll 
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As they are wiler, better are than we; 


There's mony of them mocks ilk haly Guide, 


. x 


„ 


They'll tempt young Things like you, with Youdith ffuſh'd, 
Syne mak ye a' theit Jeſt when'ye're debauch'd. 
Be wary then, I fay, and never gie 
Encouragement, or board with fic as he. 5 | 
Peg. Sir William's vertuous, and of gentle Blood; 
And may not Patrick too, like him, be good? 
Gl. That's true; and mony Gentry mae than he, 


But thinner fawn : They're ſac puff d up with Pride, 


That ſha ws the Gate to Heav'n. — I've heard my ſell 

Some of them laugh at Doomſday, Sin and Hell. 
Jen. Watch o'er us, Father! Heh! that's very odd; 

Sure him that doubts a Doomſday, doubts a Gp. 
Gl. Doubt! why, they neither doubt, nor judge, nor think, 

Nor hope, nor fear; but curſe, debauch, and driuk. 

But I'm no ſaying this, as if | thought | 5 

That Patrick to {ic Gates will e er be brought. 

Peg. The Lo Rx 5 forbid!— Na, he kens better Things. 
But here comes Aunt; her face ſome Ferly brings. 


Enter Madge. : 
Mad. Haſte, haſte ye; we're a“ ſent for owre the gate, 4. 
To hear and help to redd ſome odd Debate | 
*T ween Mauſe and Bauldy, bout ſome Witch craft-ſpell, 
Ar Symon's Houſe; the Knight fits Judge himſell. 
Gl. Lend me my Staff. — Madge, lock the Outer-door, A 
as 


And bring the Laſſes wi'ye; I'll ſtep before. [ Exit Glaud. 


Mad. Poor Meg !— Look, Jenny, was the like e'er ſeen, And 


How bleer'd and red with grecting look her Een ? : Beſid 
This Day her brankan Wooer takes his Horſe, © By P 
To ſtrute a gentle Spark at Edinburgh Croſs ; BO: i 7 p 
To change his Kent, cur frac the „ge Plane, And 
For a nice Sword, and glancing-headed Cane; M, 
| To leave his.Ram-horn Spoons, and kitted Whey, 1 ker 
For gentler Tea, that ſmells like new won Hay; ons” 
To leave the Green-ſwaird Dance, when we gae milk, 8 
To ruſſle amang the Beauties clad in Silk. 25 Yet 
But Meg, poor Meg / maun with the Shepherds ſtay, ' She's 
And tak what Gop will ſend in Hodden- gray. And 


Peg. Dear Aunt, what needs ye faſh us wi” your Scomꝰ Had 
That's no my Faut that I'm nae gentler born. "of 
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Had in my 


Gif I the Daughter of ſothe Laird had been, 

1 ne'er had notic'd Pariz on the Greeii. 

Now, fince he riſes, why ſhould I repine? 

If he's made for another, he'll n&cr be mine 

And then the like has been, if the Detree 

Deſigns him mine, I yer his Wife may be. 
Mad. A bonny Story trouth ! == but we dela ; 


Prin up your Aprons baith, and come away. =(Extitnt: 


SCENE 1. 
Ar William fills the twa-arm*d Chair, 
While Symon, Roger, Glaud and Mauſe 
Attend, and, wich loud Laughter, hear 
Daft Batildy bluntly plead his Cauſe : 
For how 'tis telPd him that the Taz 
| Was handled by revengeſu Madge, 
Biecauſe he brak good Breeding's Laws 
Aid with his Nonſenſe rais'd theit Rage. 


” 
” 
- 


Kir William, Patie, Roger; Symon, Glaudy 


Bauldy, Elſpa and Mauſe. 
i „ Sir Williarl. 5 WT 
Nd was that a ? Well, T ſerv d 
No otherwiſe than what ye well deſerv'd. 


Vas it ſo ſmall a Matter to defame, 15 
And thus abuſe an honeſt Woman's Name? 


Beſides your going about to have betray'd # C1 


By Perjury an innocent young Maid. . 
| Baul, Sir, I confeſs my Faut thro” a? the Steps, 
And ne'cr again ſhall be untrue eg Neps. | 
Mas. Thus far, Sir, he oblig'd me on the ſcore, 


Il kend not that they thought me fic before. 


Baul. an't like your Honour, I believe it well; 
But crowth I was. e' en doilt to ſeek the Deel : 


* 


Yet, with your Honour's Leave, tho' ſhe's fiae Witch, 

She's baith a ſlee and a revengefii” — <om——an | 

And that my Some-place finds: But I had beſt 

ongue; for yonder comes the Ghaift} 
H : 
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by, 


And the young bonny Witch, whaſe roſie Check 


Sent me, witholit my Wit, the Deel to ſeek. S. N 
f . p 3 5 8 ? . ; Pat 
Enter Madge, Peggy and Jenny. S. N 


S. Will. [looking at Peggy. ] Whoſe Daughter's ſhe that 
| wears th' Aurora G Wi , 
With Face ſo fair, and Locks a lovely Brown? 
How ſparkling are her Eyes! What's this I find? 
The Girl brings all my Siſter to my Mind. 
Such were the Fearures once adorn'd a Face, 
Which Death too ſoon depriv'd of ſweeteſt Grace. 
Is this your Daughter, Glaud ? 
.—— Fir, ſhe's my Nc; 
And yet ſhe's not: But I ſhould had my Peace. 
S. Will. This is a Contradiction. What d'ye mean? 
She is, and is not ! Pray thee, Glaud, explain. 
Gl. Becauſe I doubr if I ſhould make appear . 


- 


What I have kept a Secret thirteen Year, 
Max. You may reveal what I can fully clear. 
S. Will, Speak on, I'm all Impatience! ! 
Pat. — = mo — ym! 
For much I hope, and hardly yet know why. 
Gl. Then, fince my Maſtet orders, I obey. == 
This Bonny FuNDLING, ae clear Morn of May, 
Cloſe by the Lee-fide of my Door I found, 
All ſweet and clean, and carefully hapt round, 
In Infam-weeds of rich and gentle Make, | 
What coii'd they be, thought I, did thee ſorſake? 
Wha, warſe than Briites, cou'd leave expos'd to Air 
Sae much of Innocence, ſae ſweetly fair, = 39 
Sac helpleſs young? for ſhe appear'd to me 
Only about twa Towmonds auld to be. 
I rook her in my Arms; the Bairny ſmil'd, 
With fic a Look wad made a Savage mild. 
I hid the Story; ſhe has paſt ſinceſyne 
As a poor Orphan, and a Niece of mine. 
Nor do I rue my Care about the Wean; 
For ſhe's. well worth the Pains that J have tane. 
Ye ſee ſhe's bonny, I can ſwear ſhe's good, 
And am right ſure ſhe's come of gent]e Blood ; 
Of whom I kenna. Naithing Few I mair, 
Than what I to your Honour now declare. 


S. wil. 


that 


. 


V. 


— 
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S. Will. This Tale ſeems N - 1 1 5 

Pat. — The Tale delights my Ear! 
S. Will. Command your Joys, young Man, till Truth ap- 

ear. ; | Tp 1 

Mau. That be my Task. — Now, Sir, bid all be huſn; 

Peggy may ſmile, == thou haſt no Cauſe to bluſh, 

Long have I wifh'd to ſee this happy Day, 

That I might ſafely to the Truth give way; 

That I may now Sir William Worthy name, 

The beſt and neareſt Friend that ſhe can claim. 

He ſaw't at firſt, and with quick Eye did trace 

His Siſter's Beauty in her Daughter's Face. WEE I 
S. Will. Old Woman, do not rave, — prove what you 

'Tis dangerous in Affairs like this to play. (lay ; 
Pat. Whar Reaſon, Sir, can an old Woman have 

To tell a Lie, when ſhe's ſae near her Grave? 

But how, or why, it ſhould be Truth, I grant, 


I every Thing, looks like a Reaſon, want. 


Omnes. The Story's odd! we wiſh we heard it out. 
S. Will. Mak haſte, good Woman, and reſolve each Doubt. 
Mauſe goes forward, leading Peggy to Sir William. 
Mau. Sir; view me well; bas fifteen Years ſo plow'd 
A wrinkled Face that you have often view'd, 
That here I as an unknown Stranger ſtand, ? 
Who nurs't her Mother that now holds my Hand? 5 
Yer ſtronger Proofs I'll give, if you demand. 
S. Will. Ha! honeſt Nurſe, where were my Eyes before? 
I know thy Faithfulneſs, and need no more; 
Vet, from the Lab'rinth to lead out my Mind, 
Say, to expoſe her, who was ſo unkind ? _ 2 
{Sir William embraces Peggy, and makes her ſit by him. 
Yes ſurely thou'rt my Niece, Truth muſt prevail: 
But no more Words till Maſe relate her Tale. 
Pat. Good Nurſe, go on; nae Muſick's haff ſae fine, 
Or can give Pleaſure like theſe Words of thine. 
Mau. Then it was I that ſav'd her Infant-life, 
Her Death being threaten'd by an Uncle's Wife. 
The Story's lang, but I the Secret knew, 
How they purſu'd, with avaritious View, 
Her rich Eſtate, of which they're now poſſeſt: 
All this to me a Confident 3 | | , | 
— . 2 ; . 
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K rd with Horror, and with trembling Dread, Ar 
- They'd ſmoar the ſakeleſs Orphan in her Bed. Tl 
har very Night, when all were ſunk in Reſt, La 
t Midnight-hour, the Floor L ſaſtly preſt, H. 
And ſtaw the ſleeping Innocent awayz _ ; 
With whom | travell'd ſome few Miles ere Day. w 
All Day 1 hid me; . when the Day was done, LT 
1 kept my Journey, lighted by the Moon, x 
Till Eaftward fifty Miles I reach'd theſe Plains, O 
Where needful Plenty glades yqur chearful Swains. 
Then Fear of being found our, I to lecure T 
My Charge, &en laid her at this Shepherd's Door; I 
And took a neighbouring Cottage here, that I, A 
Whate' er ſhould happen to her, might be by. 
Here, honeſt Glaud himſell, and Symon may Se 
Remember well, how [ that very Day Fi 
Prae Roger's Father took my little Crove. 6: 
Gl. {ith Tears of Joy happing down his Beard.) I well 
© _ retpember't: LonD reward your Love. — 5 
Lapg haye I wiſh'd'for this; for aft I thoughe $ 
ic Knowledge ſometime ſhould about be brought. A 
Pat. *Tis now a Crime to doubt; — my Joys are full, St 
Wich due Obedience to my Parent's Will. © Q 
Sir, with paternal Love ſurvey her Charpis, E 
And blame me not for ruſhing to her Arms. Fi 
She's mine by Vows, and would, tho? ſtill unknown, 
Have been my Wife, when'l my Vows n own. I 
S. Will. My Niece, my Daughter, welcome to my Care, . 
Sweet Image of thy Mother, good and fair 3 A 
— with Patrick; now my greateſt Aim / M 
hall be to aid your Joys, and well match'd Flame. R 
My Boy, receive her from your Father's Hane 
With as good Will as either would demand. N 
[ atie and Peggy embrace, and kneel to Sir William, 
pat. With as much joy this Bleſſing I receive, T 
As ane wad Life that's finking in a Wave. 
mu. [raiſes ther] I give you both my Bleſſing; may V 
your Love „ a 
Produce a happy Race, and ſtill improve. | A 
Peg. My es are complete, — my Joys ariſe, 1 
While Fa big dizzy wich th bleſtSurprize, = 7 


And 


* 
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And am I then a Match for my ain La 
That for me ſo much gęnerous Kindneſs had? 
Lang may Sir Milliam bleſs theſe happy Plains, 
Happy, while Heaven grant he on them remains. 
Pat. Be lang our Guardian, ſtill our Maſter be, j 


We'll only crave what you ſhall pleaſe to gre: 
The Eſtate be yours, my Peggy's ane to me. 
Gl. I hope your Honour now will take Amends 
Of chem thar ſought her Life for wicked Ends. 
S. Will. The baſe unnatural Villain ſoon ſhall know, 
Thar Eyes above watch the Affairs below, 
Il trip him ſoon of all to her pertains, 
And make him reimburſe his ill: got Gains. 
Peg. To me the Views of Wealth, and an Eſtate, 
Seem light, when put in Balance with my Pate: 
For his ſake only, Ill ay thankfyl bow 
{| For ſuch a Kindneſs, beſt of Men, to you. 
ell Sym. What double Blythneſs wakens up this Day! 
l hope now, Sir, youll no ſoon haſte away? 
Sall I unſaddle your Horſe, and gar prepare 
A Dinner for ye of hale Country Fare? 
ul, See how much Joy unwrinkles every Brow? 
5 Our Looks hing on the twa, and doat on you; 
Even Bauldy the bewitch'd has quite forgot 
Fell Madge's Taz, and pawky Mayſe's Plot. | 
S. Will. Kindly old Man, — remain with you this Day ! 
I never from theſe Fields again will ſtray; 
are, | Maſons and Wrights ſhall toon my Houle repair, 
> And buſy Gardners ſhall new Planting rear: 
My Father's hearty Table you ſoon ſhall ſee 
Reſtor'd, and my beſt Friends rejoyce with me. 
Sym. That's the beſt News ! . this twenty Lear; 
New Day breaks up, rough Times begin to clear. 
am. Gl. GOD fave the King, and ſave Sir William lang, 
I' enjoy their ain, and raiſe the Shepherd's _ | 
Rog. Wha winna dance? wha will refuſe to (ing ? 


may What Shepherd's Whiſtle winna lilt the Spring? 
| Baul. I'm Friends with Mauſe, — with very Madge I'm 
Altho' they skelpit me when weodly fleed. | (greed, 


I'm now fu! blyth, and frankly can forgive, 
To join and ſing, Lang may Sir William live, 


Ad 


Mad. 


) 
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* Mad. Lang may he live; — and, Bauldy, learn to ſteck 
Your Gab a wee, aftd think before ye ſpeak, 
And never ca* her auld that wants a Man, 


Shall nod with Quietneſs down amang t 


Elſe ye may yet ſome Witch's Fingers ban. 
This Day L'Il with the youngeſt of ye rant, 


And brag for ay that I was cad the Aunt 
| Of our young Lady, — my dear N Bairn! 
e 


Peg. No other Name I'll ever for you learn = 


And, my good Nurſe, how ſhall I gratefu' be 
For a*thy- matchleſs Kindneſs done for me! 


Max. The flowing Plcaſuges of this happy Day, 
Does fully all I can require repay. 
S. Will. To faithful Symon, andy kind Glaud, to you, * 


And to your Heirs, I give in endleſs Feu, 


The Mailens ye poſſeſs, as juſtly due, 
For acting like kind Fathers to the Pair, 0 
Who have enough beſides, and theſe can ſpare. 
Mauſe, in my Houſe, in Calmneſs cloſe your Days, 
With nought to do but ſing your Maker's Praiſe. 
Omnes. The LORD of Heaven return your Honour's 
Love, | ; 5 


Confirm your ſoys, and a' your Bleſſings roove. 
Pat. [preſenting Roger to Sir William. ] Sir, here's my 


| truſty Friend, that always ſhat*d 
My Boſom Secrets e're I was a Laird. 
Glaud's Daughter Janet (Jenny thinkna Shame) 
Rais'd and maintains in him a Lover's Flame: 
Lang was he dumb, at laſt he ſpake and won, 
And hopes to be our honeſt Uncle's Son; 
Be pleas'd to ſpeak to Glaud for his Conſent, 


* 
OY 


That nane may wear a Face of Diſcontent. 
S. Will. My Son's Demand is fair, Gland, let me crave, 


Thar truſty Reger may your Daughter have 
With frank Conſent; and while he docs remain 


| : + Upon theſe Fields, I make him Chamberlain. 


But that we're Dyvours that can ne'er repay? 


Gl. You crowd ygur Bounties, Sir, what can we 7 
Whare'er your Honour wills I ſhall obey. 7 


_ " Roger, my Daughter, with my Bleſſing, take, 
And ſtill our Maſter's Right your Buſineſs make. 


Pleaſe him, be fanhful, and 8 = 
e Dead. 


1 


Nog. 


. 
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Rog. I ne'er was good a ſpeaking a*' my Days, 

Or ever loo'd to make o'er great a Fraiſe; 

But for my Maſter, Father, and my Wife, 

J will employ the Cares of all my Life. 
S. Will. My Friends, I'm ſatisfied you'll all behave 

Each in his Station as I'd wiſh or crave. 

Be ever vertuous, ſoon or late yell find 

Reward and Satisfaction to your Mind. 

The Maze of Life ſometimes looks dark and wild; 

And oft when Hopes are higheſt, we're beguil'd. 

Aft when we ſtand on Brinks of dark Deſpair, | 

Some happy Turn, with Joy, | "ap our Care. 5 

Now all's at rights, who ſings beſt, let me her. ; 
Peg. When you demand, I readieſt ſhould obey: 4 

Ill ſing you ane the neweſt that I hae, 9 


SANG XX. Corn Riggs are bonny. 
My PATIE is 4 Lover gay, 5 - 
His Mind is never muddy; 
His Breath is ſweeter than new Hay, 
His Face is fair and ruddy : 
His Shape is handſome, middle Size, 
He's comely in his Wawkang; 
The Shining of his Een ſurprize : 
*Tis Heaven to hear him tawking. | 
Laſs Night I met him on a Baut, ; 
Where yellow Corn was growing, 2 
There mony a kindly Word he ſpake, 
That 1 my Heart a glowing. 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony, 
That gars me like to ſing ſinceſyne, 
O Corn Riggs are bonny. E 
Let Laſſes of a ſilly Mind, 
Refuſe what maiſh they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding were deſugn'd, | 
We chafily ſhould be granting. A. 
Then I'll comply and marry PATE, | 
And ſyne my Cockernony | 
He's free to touxle air or late, 1 
Where Corn Riggs are bonny. | 


r 


